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Rock Salt 


Author's Notes: 

Though | was unable to finish this story during Biffno, | am in love with it and | can\'t wait to finish it. There 
is a lot more than this written and reviews will make me post it faster..you know the drill 

Enjoy, RER my darlings <3 

The five members of Dethklok sat miserably at the table in the meeting room as their manager straightened 
his tie before speaking. 


‘Okay guys, first things f-" 


"Can you talk a little more..not loud?" Pickles asked, rubbing the sides of his red, dread-locked head. "You realize 
what day this is, right?" 


‘Januarys," Skwisgaar slurred, his accent thick with sleeplessness and a hangover. 

"That's correct," Charles agreed then cleared his throat. "You all agreed that we could wait until the second 
day to discuss the new album since most people are indeed hung over on January Ist. Am | to assume that 
you all spent December 3lst and January Ist drinking?" 

"Uh, yeah, that's right," the singer said, his voice deeper and more distant than usual. 

Wanting to ask why but dropping the subject, Offdensen continued talking. "We still need to discuss this. If we 
can make some headway in this meeting then I'll be happy to keep it short. We need to decide what songs we 
want to record for the Christmas album you all agreed to release in 2013. | believe there has already been a 


title suggested. Does anyone remember what it was?" 


Offdensen's question was met with silence as the band sat around the table looking pale and sick Toki looked 
more tired than anyone but nonetheless tried to remember for everyone. 


"Was it goings to be calleds, ‘Christmas With Dethklok?" 


"No. Anyone else want to try? Anyone?" No one answered and Charles failed at sighing quietly. "The suggestion 
was ‘Rock Salt." 


With those words, William Murderface seemed to stir to life. "Rock Schalt? Who came up with that?" 
No one spoke up. 


"That hasch got to be the lamest thing I've ever heard. Rock schalt ishn't brutal at all. Why don't we juscht 
call it ‘Happy Schnowflakesch' or schomthing?" 


He crossed his arms and looked around at the other members, whose red-rimmed eyes did little to encourage 
him to keep talking. He shrugged and pulled out his knife, twisting a tiny hole into the conference table. 


"Does anyone like the title?" Offdensen asked, not expecting any real answer. He rubbed the bridge of his nose 
and tried a different approach. "Okay, I'm going to go around the table and ask everyone for a title suggestion 
If each of you give a good answer, we'll dismiss the meeting early and reconvene another day. Nathan, why 


don't you start?" 


Nathan groaned loudly. The faster he came up with an answer the sooner he could go back to bed. He 


shrugged and grumbled, "Happy Snowflakes.” 
"No way, that was my suggestion!" Murderface yelled, causing Skwisgaar to hold his ears. 


"Knocks it off, you dildos! | has a headache," the Swede said nearly just as loud. 


"Schtay out of it, Schkwisgaar!" Murderface shot back then turned to Nathan. "You can't usche that, make up 


your Own.” 


"Buts you said it ams lame idea, whys do you care if Nattans uses it?" Toki questioned, not wanting to see the 


others fight. 


"Ja, and you even said its ams a bad title, so why don't you lets him have it and comes up with a betters 


one?" Skwisgaar suggested, ignoring William's previous declaration 


Murderface slammed his knife down into the table, causing wood shavings to fly everywhere. "NO! | will not 


come up with another idea" 

Charles sighed, his agitation worsening. "Pickles?" 

"Uh." the drummer droned for a few seconds. "What about, like, Metal Snowflakes?" 

Murderface sighed audibly but no one paid him any mind. Charles looked to Skwisgaar for his suggestion 


The lead guitarist pondered a moment in his drug-addled mind. "| don'ts see the problems with Rock Salt so 
maybe Metal Salt?" 


"METAL SCHALT???" Murderface yelled across the table, not caring whose ears he offended. "Of all the 
schtupid, idiotic titlsches you could have picked that hasch got to be...” 


At that moment, William's dethphone rang. Immediately, his face softened and he said, "Exschuse me, I'm going 


to have to take thisch." 


He walked confidently out of the room, leaving the others to stare in their hung over haze. It wasn't hard to 
see that the call had been important; Murderface never left meetings prematurely. Even so, the way his face 
changed when he saw who was calling was evident. Still, no one mentioned anything about it. After all, that 


would be against their agreement of not showing one another that they cared. 


Though Toki had yet to make a suggestion, Charles adjourned the meeting and said he would see them all 
another time. Everyone stumbled out of the meeting room and slowly began the trek back to their respective 
bedrooms. The last one out of the room was Toki, who found it difficult to walk steadily. Without bothering to 
close the doors of the meeting room behind him, the rhythm guitarist walked toward the steps that lead up to 


his room. Next to the stairs, he noticed Murderface on his dethphone, his hand covering the receiver. 
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" the bassist said, his voice soft and quiet. 
Toki wanted to laugh but his head throbbed too much. Murderface was having phone sex. Still, the Norwegian 


wondered why William would be talking about sex in the hallway instead of his own room. His words echoed 


softly through the upstairs and Toki listened until he finally made it to his room. The last thing he heard 


Murderface say was abnormally sweet and, if Toki hadn't known the nature of the call, would have thought it 


was nice to hear. 
‘I've really missched talking to you." 


Toki rolled his eyes and closed the door to his room. With no windows, his room was always dark. He lit a few 
candles beside his bed and undressed. As his head touched the pillows the throbbing in his head slowly eased. 
Everyone else might have been drinking to celebrate the New Year but Toki had been drinking for a different 
reason. He hadn't told anyone, but he had been very homesick lately. Toki's childhood in Norway had been 
horrible and he had the scars to prove it, laced across his back. His father's death made it seemed far less 
threatening now. The Punishment Hole had long since been filled with dirt. He knew he would be safe if he went 
there. He closed his eyes and tried to remember his last visit there for his father's funeral. He spent the 
whole time with the guys and had virtually no time to himself. He wanted to explore, to visit the tiny shops 
and tread up and down the icy sidewalks. Something about the cold would level his head. 


He tossed and turned in bed, weighing whether or not to visit Skwisgaar to ask if he ever felt homesick for 
Sweden, Skwisgaar always seemed content, rapidly playing his guitar to busy his mind and screwing everything 
in sight. Pickles loved living in Mordhaus, away from his brother and the parents that worshiped him. Nathan 
was content to keep to himself, reading and writing songs. Murderface was harder to read than the other 
guys, always carrying around his knife and muttering on his dethphore. In the fleeting thoughts that filled 
Toki's mind as he struggled to get comfortable, he wondered how much money William spent on his strange 
habit. He knew it was harder for him to get chicks than it was for the other guys in the band but certainly it 
wasn't that difficult! 


Toki's felt himself falling into a deep sleep. It had been a while since Toki had been with a groupie. The thought 
was only intriguing from time to time but most often it was a hassle. There was no polite way to tell them to 
leave, he never wanted to kiss them because they were often drunk or just plain trashy and there was always 
there fear of catching something. Groupies were not the cleanest people, especially after a show. They were 
completely covered in sweat, sometimes blood and always wanting to have sex for some kind of validation. They 


didn't really care about any of the guys in the band. 


Still, he could live with that once in a while. Life on the road was very lonely and solitary for Toki. At 
Mordhaus, loneliness was never a problem. He could always play guitar with Skwisgaar or watch TV with 
Nathan if he wanted company. He could jerk off when he was horny. But something about being on tour made 
things a lot worse. There was talk of planning a tour within the next few months. He pushed the thought from 
his mind, wanting to focus on what he was going to do before then Toki made up his mind to tell the guys in 
the morning that he wanted to go to Norway for two weeks. One of the perks of being famous was that you 
could do things like that with very little notice. He knew no one would need the Hatredcopter and decided to 
travel that way. A little privacy would be nice. He knew a good hotel he could stay in when he got there. Toki's 
thoughts continued and he had things to think about before travelling but he chose to let them pass through 
his mind like dark clouds. He would let them float by as he dreamed and sort the details out the next day. 


Cold Shower 


Author's Notes: 
As funny as Metalocalypse is, | was always intrigued by Toki\'s sad backstory. | felt it was worth talking about 
and | explore it a bit in this chapter. 


Toki was up very early the next morning. It was no wonder since he had fallen asleep at 2PM the previous 
afternoon. He decided to go for a quick run before breakfast and put on black jogging pants and a hoodie. It 
wasn't so much that he minded the cold, but he much preferred jogging in warm weather. He loved the feeling 
of the sun on his skin, a pleasure rarely afforded in his country. He learned to adapt to the cold early in life 


but still liked for his skin to be less covered. 


He walked down the hall and past the giant glass window that looked down into the yard. The sky threatened 
snow but none was on the ground. The Norwegian knew he would know for certain whether or not it would 
snow later that day by walking outside. There was a certain feeling in the air just before a snowfall, an 
electricity he could sense. He hoped the snow would not begin until he left later that day. The doors behind 
Mordhaus opened and Toki's feet crunched into the frozen grass. He normally ran around the whole yard about 
ten times, fifteen if he was feel very energetic. Today, he thought he might run eight laps. That would give 


him enough time to have breakfast and pack and leave in the early afternoon 


He stretched for a few minutes before breaking into a brisk run, the feeling of hunger only driving him to go 
faster so he could get something to eat. He hadn't eaten in a few days, only drinking heavily. He felt bad as he 
thought about how much he had abused his body so much lately. Toki was the only member of Dethklok that 
even tried to be healthy and he was proud of that. His body was slender and fit, a great contrast to the other 
members who looked like they had never seen a gym. Before long Toki was sweating and panting, a feeling which 
made him feel alive and productive. It also made him think more clearly. He reached in his pocket for the small 


elastic tie he used to hold his hair back when it began to mat to his face and neck from his perspiration. 


With his hair out of the way, he had one less distraction and pondered his trip on a deeper level. He hadn't 
been to Norway in years, which was odd because the band often stopped there during tours. His father's 
funeral had not been an enjoyable experience for a myriad of reasons. He wondered if he would try to visit his 
mother or any of his other family and quickly decided it would be a bad idea He didn't even like the family 
photos that hung on his wall. Toki thought for a moment about why he hadn't yet taken them down, making a 


mental note to do so later. 


His short workout completed, Toki walked back into the house, taking the long way around the ground level to 
the kitchen area to allow his heart time to slow. Jean-Pierre was there, kneading some sort of dough when the 
guitarist entered. He kindly asked for a small breakfast, one that wouldn't upset his stomach after exercising. 
The cook served him a simple breakfast of toast, scrambled eggs, orange juice and milk. Toki ate quickly and 


retreated back to his room. He picked out some clean clothes from his closet and walked to the bathroom. He 


absent-mindedly tossed his workout clothes into the metal basket by the door and stepped into the shower. He 
removed the hair tie, finger-combing his hair without thinking much about it. Toki's back itched with sweat and 
he scratched it hastily. Touching the skin on his back always sent unpleasant thoughts through his mind like a 
bolt of vengeful lightning. The skin on Toki's back was completely covered in scars, layer upon layer of scar 


tissue from the punishments he received as a child for making the simplest of mistakes. 


Toki shuddered in the cold bathroom, his mind taking him back immediately to the freezing punishment hole 
were he was sent after his lashings. Though he stood naked in the shower of his billion-dollar mansion and was 
completely untouchable by anyone who could ever hurt him, nothing could stop the memories of his young life 
from coiling around his mind like a snake. He raised his shaking hands to his face, rubbing his eyes and hoping 
to clear his mind. The memories only seemed to pour in around him faster, the vision of his father's cold gaze 
and he dealt young Toki lash after lash upon his aching back, his mother watching and crossing herself..these 
were the things that drove Toki to drink alone late at night. The guys knew a little about his troubled past but 
kept any questions they may have had to themselves. Nathan had once gone to Toki's room late at night and 
found the younger man drunk and crying. He violated the band's "No Caring Policy" just once, staying with Toki 


and talking to him for a few hours until the guitarists mind finally cleared and sleep overtook him. 


Toki knew that Nathan cared about him. While he had been away at camp the older man had spent some time 
in his room, which was how he knew to rescue him from Magnus. Nathan had exacted revenge on the people 
who tormented him. While Skwisgaar was his idol and he hung out with him a lot, Toki considered Nathan to be 
his best friend. 


A cold sweat had broken across Toki's brow and he felt sick to his stomach. A nice shower would clear his 
mind, he told himself over and over again. He reached out and turned on the water, thankful that it was 
blissfully hot and the pressure was steady. Rather than closing his eyes he kept them open, fearing that he 
would find himself back in the punishment hole if he allowed his mind to wander there again. He washed away 
the sweat, scrubbing every part of his body several times until he felt he was completely clean. Toki wondered 
whether or not there was a way to clean your mind the way you could clean your body. He scrubbed his hair 
until the hot water turned cold and he was forced to rinse it and exit. He combed the tangles from his long, 
straight hair and walked to his bedroom, still slightly dazed. It wasn't until he reached the door that he realized 


he'd walked there naked, leaving his clean clothes in the bathroom. He went back to the bathroom and dressed. 


Once back in his room, Toki remembered to take the picture of his mother and father off of the wall. He paced 
to his bed where the photo hung and took it down, frowned at it and placed it face down on the bed. He wasn't 
sure what to do with it for the moment but decided it would be best not to think about it for the time being. 
He needed to pack for his trip and did so hurriedly, taking no time to get anything particular. He tossed shirts 
into his bag haphazardly, knowing that if he owned them that he liked them and didn't need to worry about 
which ones to pick He took no jacket, knowing that the cold wouldn't affect him like it did most people. Instead 
he opted for a small hoodie to keep away any wind, rain or snow he might encounter. He looked at the old 
hoodie, once dark blue but worn much lighter now with age and use. There were small holes scattered about 
and the ends of each sleeve were frayed. In the front pocket, Toki could still see some thread where he once 
tried to patch a small tear but failed miserably. He ran his hand across the front of the garment and over 
the letters which read, "Lillehammer." A moment before he'd questioned whether or not he was doing the right 


thing by visiting home, but now he was confident that it was the right move. Toki smiled and carefully folded 
it, placing it in the very top of his bag and leaving the room. 


The guitarist decided to tell the guys he was leaving and make sure that he was cleared to use the 
Hatredcopter for his journey to and from Norway. He walked into the common area, seeing Skwisgaar sprawled 
across the couch and snoring softly. He went into the kitchen and saw Nathan reading the newspaper, munching 


quietly on a piece of toast and sipping coffee. 


"Good morning, Natans," Toki murmured. Nathan grunted in response. "Do yous cares if | am usings the 
Hatredcopter to visit home?" 


Nathan looked up at him, setting the paper down for a moment. "Uh, | don't mind but is there, uh, something 


going on?" 


Toki was once again grateful for Nathan's concern. "No, | ams just homesick. | ams wanting to stays there for 
two weeks. | will lets the pilot know whens to picks me up. I'll haves my dethphone incase anyone needs to calls 


me. 


The younger man could tell that the elder wanted to ask him more questions but opted to let him have 
privacy on the matter. He simply pressed his lips together lightly to keep from speaking and said, "Be careful, 
kid" 


He picked up the newspaper again and Toki left the kitchen, walking toward the helipad. Toki liked when Nathan 
called him ‘kid’ He knew Nathan was older than him but not sure by how many years. He was the only one 
that called the guitarist anything but his given name. Toki got all the way to the back entrance of Mordhaus 
before he realized he'd forgotten something. In an instant he dropped his bag and jogged back to his room. He 
looked all around but didn't see it. Toki was grateful that he remembered he had let Murderface borrow the 
item. Any other time he would just ask the bassist about it the next time he saw him but Toki knew he would 
have to get the item before he left. He knocked softly on his door but there was no answer. Pressing his face 


against the metal door, he could hear the other man talking and knocked again. 
"Hey Moidaface, it ams Toki, | needs to come in for a minutes," he said in a normal tone. 


A few more moments of silence passed before Toki tried the handle and found the door unlocked. He cracked 


the door, only to hear more of William talking. He announced he was coming into the room. 


| needs my phone charger, do you still have it?" Toki asked before seeing that Murderface was presently on 
his dethphone with the charger plugged into it. 


"I know, baby, | know," Murderface said, ignoring his band mate. So sleazy, Toki thought. He was talking with yet 
another phone sex operator. How much money had he spent on talking to those girls? Toki did not have time to 


contemplate it, nor did he particularly want to. 


"Hey, | needs to get that froms yous,” Toki said, still trying to keep a patient tone. 
"Yeah, Friday would be fine," Murderface continued to talk, his smile lecherous and making Toki slightly ill. Toki 
stood right next to the other man, crossing his arms and looking down at him. After Murderface still made no 


effort to acknowledge Toki, the younger man reached over and took the charger out of the phone. 


"What are you doing, man? Can't you schee I'm usching that?" Murderface huffed, holding his hand over the 


receiver of his dethphone. 

Sorries, | needs it for my phone. | ams goings to Norway for a couple of weeks," Toki told him. 
"ll call you back," William said and turned to Toki. "You have really bad timing, you know that?" 
"Where ams your charger?" 

"I schtill can't find it. Ill have to get Charlesch to order one for me, | quessch." 

"Or you could borrow Skwisgaar's," Toki suggested, bringing a smile to the other man's face. 

"| will, as schoon as the Schweedish dick wakesch up. He was up all night again" 


Toki wondered about the statement, deciding to be the slightest bit nosey. "How do you know? Where you up all 
nights on the phone again?" 


Murderface snorted and tried to play it cool but Toki already knew the truth. "No, | wasch working on the new 


Planet Pissch schong, wanna hear it?" 


Wanting to spare himself the horror, he wound the cord around his hand a few times and simply said, "Wish | 


could buts | gots to be leaving now. See you in two weeks!” 
"Have a good time, don't catch any foreign discheasesch!" Murderface called out as Toki left the room. 


Charger in hand, he jogged back down to the helipad doors and found that another smaller bag was resting next 
to the one he'd packed that morning. Inside it was his coloring book and crayons, his disguise hat, a few pieces 
of candy and a note that read, ‘Don't forget your insulin’ Toki smiled. He knew Nathan had left the note and 
packed the things he'd forgotten. He might miss the other guys a little but he would certainly miss Nathan the 
most. The Norwegian knew he'd packed insulin in his bag put patted his hip and made sure his emergency kit 
was on his side. It was there, just like always. He shouldered the bags and made his way to the Hatredcopter 


with a smile. 


Old Friend 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to DeadWidow\'s early beta for this story, this chapter was added :) There did seem to be a hole in 


the story and her kind suggestions made this section possible. Special thanks <3 


The ride to Norway had been a long one but Toki was grateful to have the long flight to himself. He colored 
and listened to his mp3 player until the battery got low. As the copter approached the mountains and the 
ground became a mass of white snow and green trees, Toki immediately felt better. 


He allowed the copter to drop him off along with his bags at the edge of the woods. He would walk to the hotel 
from there; he knew these woods like the back of his hand. Toki's feet crunched through the snow and he 
allowed the icy wind to blow through his hair without tying it back. He lifted his arms as if the climate itself 
was embracing him. He closed his eyes and breathed the crisp air deeply. His heart swelled. There was truly 
something magical in the air in Norway - he felt it in his bones whenever he visited As a child he was only 
vaguely aware of it and only felt in when he was alone, just as he was now. But when he visited his home 


country as an adult it was different. He felt the magic at all times and loved every minute of it. 


He walked through the heavy snow, pleased that he was completely alone. He knew others would be around 
when he reached Lillehammer but would put his disguise on before that happened. Toki was so glad that 
Nathan remembered his hat. The last time he'd worn it was when he was at Rock-A-Rooni Fantasy Camp, an 
experience he'd just as soon forget. It amazed Toki that he was unrecogrizable just because he was wearing a 
hat but he was grateful for it. He walked for miles through the woods, excited as the smells and sounds of 
the city began to fill his ears. When he saw the edge of the highway, he put his hat on and broke into a run. 
His beloved town was in front of him and he nearly blinked back a tear of happiness. Toki stepped onto the icy 
sidewalk and tried to decide what to do first, not that it mattered. 


He was home. 


After getting settled, Toki sent a text to an old friend. Fame had not kept the guitarist from staying in touch 
with his best friend from high school, Anders Valen. Toki and Anders had been best friends since the first day 
they met, immediately bonding over their love of metal music. While Toki had been allowed to have long hair, 
nothing else about him looked very metal. Anders’ parents weren't like Toki's and allowed him to dress how he 
liked, which meant he wore ripped jeans, black boots, and a different metal shirt for each day of the week. 
Sometimes he even wore eyeliner to school. Toki wanted to be like his friend so badly and Anders must have 
sensed it. He was always inviting Toki over to hang out after school and Toki's parents said it was okay, so long 


as they were studying and his homework got done. 


Since they were both in lower-level classes, they always got their homework done in a flash and spent the 
rest of the time watching MTV and listening to music. For Christmas one year, Anders’ parents bought him a 
guitar. He was never good at it, no matter how much he practiced. Toki however had a natural ability and 
played really well after a few weeks. His friend promised him that he could have the guitar after he got his 


own place, knowing Toki's parents would never allow it. 

A few minutes after sending the text, the brunette received a reply. Anders was off from work, sitting in a 
bar close to the hotel and, of course, was very eager to hang out. Toki replied that he would be on his way 
there in a few minutes. He pulled on his Lillehammer hoodie and hat and headed out the door. A few minutes 
later, he was walking into the smoke-filled bar where his friend was waiting. Toki squinted, the thick smoke 
burning his eyes. A few people turned around and checked him out as he walked in, slowly turning back around 
with disinterest. Only one person got down from their barstool and strode across the floor to the guitarist, 


quickly throwing his arms around him and squeezing him tight. 


"Man, it's been a while. How have you been?" Anders asked, his loud Norwegian voice asked. Toki hugged him 
back with all his might, patting his shoulder after a few seconds and parting. 


"Im good. How are you?" Toki replied, taking a seat next to his friend at the bar and ordering a drink 
"Ive been better. Job sucks but lm getting by. How's stuff with the band?" 

"Not bad. Trying to think of a title for the new album 

"What are the suggestions so far?" 


Toki knew it was against contract to discuss band business but he knew it was okay to tell Anders. He trusted 


him with his life. 


"Well, it's supposed to be a Christmas album so we had to pick Christmas-sounding titles. The best suggestion 
so far was ‘Metal Salt." 


Anders laughed loudly, causing a few people to look over. Toki laughed too. It was a pretty ridiculous name. 


“That's pretty bad, man" 
"| know," Toki agreed. 
"You want to order a drink?" Anders suggested. 


"Yeps," Toki said He got the attention of the bartender and ordered a beer. Toki made up his mind not to drink 
too much tonight. He had been drinking too much lately. 


"How long are you going to be in town?" 


"Two weeks," Toki told him. "I just needed some time to clear my head." 


"I understand. | wish | had someplace | could run off to, you know? Must be even tougher for you," Anders 


said, taking a drink of his own beer. 


"I think it's hard for everyone to get away sometimes,” Toki said. "It's never easy to completely get away from 


your problems." 
"But, you've come to the right place. Norway is a good place to clear your head." 


Toki knew that to be true but decided to take a jab at his friend anyway. "How would you know? You've never 
left the country!" 


Anders laughed and sighed loudly. "I know, | know. Do you think you'll ever come back to stay?" 


Toki shrugged. "Maybe, if | ever stop playing music. But for now I'll be staying in America, probably for a while. 


You can always text me if you want to talk." 


Anders rubbed his hands against the sides of his beer. "I know, it's just cool having you in town, face to face, 


like the old times. Speaking of which, look what | found the other day?" 


Anders unzipped and put his hand in his coat pocket, searching for something and not taking long to find it. 
"When you texted me a few days ago | started thinking about old times and remembered that | had this. | 
thought | lost it" 


The man handed Toki a photo of the two of them from high school. Anders was wearing his signature ripped 
jeans, a Metallica shirt and was giving the horns with both hands. Toki was wearing a plain blue t-shirt, khaki 
pants and white shoes and was holding Anders’ guitar, rock fist raised triumphantly in the air. 


"Remember when my mom took this?" the man asked. "She walked in on us rocking out and ran off for a split 
second to grab her camera. She always liked you and liked that we were friends. She made a copy of this 


picture for you. | hated that your parents found it and tore it up.” 
"Ja," Toki said, voice filled with bittersweet remembrance. 


"Well, the good news is that | made you another copy. Here you go," the man said and handed Toki a piece of 
paper. He hadn't been able to make a glossy print of the picture but instead made a color copy on regular 
paper. Toki unfolded it and smiled. Tears nearly came to his eyes as he remembered his parents destroying the 
original and telling him he couldn't hang out with Anders anymore. But tears of joy at having the picture once 
more threatened the corner of his eyes. He blinked them back just in time and thanked his friend. 


The look on Anders’ face appeared to be that he realized how happy Toki was, but he said nothing about the 


tears if he noticed them. "Remember what song we were listening to?" 


"Of course!" his friend answered. "Battery!" 


The second the words left his lips, both Toki and Anders launched into full-on singing mode, ignoring the 
shocked looks from the other bar patrons. They were willing to accept the fact that they may have been 
getting some of the fast lyrics wrong. Toki played an air guitar and Anders played a set of air drums, another 
instrument he failed at after giving Toki his guitar after high school. After the song ended, they laughed until 
they were red in the face and hugged again, years' worth of heaviness lifting from each of their chests. They 
felt free and happy, like two teenagers again 


Had it not been for the bar closing at 3AM, Toki might have stayed even longer but they both knew that it 
was time to go home. Anders had work in the morning and Toki felt sorry for him. He had never been much of 
a drinker, Toki recalled, and he would probably head to work with a massive hangover if he didn’t call in. Toki 
was so glad to in Lillehammer. He stumbled down the sidewalk and patted the paper in his pocket, so glad that 
his friend had given him a copy of the picture. The guitarist had originally hid the picture under some clothes 
in his dresser. He knew he should have hidden it better, perhaps under a floorboard or maybe in the work 
shed in an old tool box but liked looking at it and kept it close. The memory of his mother ripping it up and his 
father telling him he could never visit his friend's house again clung bitterly in his mind and Toki was glad that 
the alcohol in his system was numbing the pain for the moment. He got to the hotel easily enough and drifted 


in and out of high school dreams until morning. 


Insulin 


Author's Notes: 
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a-Roonie Fantasy Camp, a sort of rock camp for people who want to mingle with rock stars, and Toki wanted to 
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eveyone recognized him and was shocked. Silly? Absolutely. Hopefully the disguise hat | keep mentioning makes 
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mention that that\'s the language they are speaking, | hope it\'s not confusing to anyone. | read through it 
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Toki spent the first eleven days of his trip almost in complete solitude, enjoying being alone in the city. He was 
surrounded by people on all sides but barely spoke to anyone. The English he normally spoke each day slowly 
cleared from his mind to the point of being non-existent and his tongue lavished the Norwegian it spoke. He 
spent lots of time walking and looking over the city, reminiscing with a smile on his face. The cracks in the 
buildings were all the same only larger, some of the old restaurants had closed but some remained. Finding 
himself alone in a small café, Toki took a deep breath and smiled to himself. There was only one other patron in 
the shop when Toki entered but it was filled with the sounds of machines loudly grinding the grounds and 
making hot drinks. Toki looked at the menu for a long time before selecting something. He waited at a table 


near the counter and saw the other patron, a girl, looking at him. She smiled and raised her coffee cup to him. 


He grinned and nodded back. 

She looked down and away, taking another sip of her drink. Toki watched her for a moment and looked outside. It 
was beginning to snow and the sun was starting to sink. It was still early in the evening but it was winter in 
Norway, and that meant short days and very long nights. Just as they finished Toki's drink and he reached for 
his wallet to pay, the girl said to the guy behind the counter in broken Norwegian. 

"Put in on my tab." 


Toke glanced back at the girl who smiled and lifted her cup again Toki sat closer to the girl this time, sensing 
that she posed no real threat. She was simply being kind to him. 


"Takk," Toki said, thanking her. 


"You're welcome,” she answered, taking another sip of her drink 


"Do | know you?" Toki asked, wanting to understand the reason for her action 


"Just thought if | bought you a drink that | could have some company," she said, struggling with her 
Norwegian to the point where Toki decided to ask a question he hated getting. 


"Where are you from?" 

"America. Is it that obvious?" she said and giggled. 

Toki laughed. "I'm afraid so. Want me to speak English?" 

"If you do, Ill buy you another drink!" she said and they laughed together. 

Im Julie, its nice to meet you," the girl said, visibly thankful to switch to her native language. 


It ams nice to meet you too, Julies,” Toki said, not wanting to give his own name. No one had recognized him in 


his hat and he wasn't going to risk getting everyone in the town excited knowing that he was there. 
"Are you a student at University, too?" she asked, gesturing to his old hoodie. 
"No," he answered. "An old friend gaves it to me before | left for America 


"Looks like it's gotten a lot of use over the years. I've only had mine about a year but | never leave home 


without it." 


Toki saw that Julie had on a similar hoodie under a much thicker, unzipped coat. Her hoodie was a rich, dark 
purple, almost magenta in color; but it bore the same print across the front in bold, black letters. The young 


man's curiosity grew and he found himself curious about why the American girl was in Norway. He asked her. 
"| attend school here," she explained then rapidly added, "Well, | did" 


Toki ran the girl's words back over in his mind for a moment, making sure he understood her. "Yous doesn't 


goes to school anymore?" 


The girl stirred her drink and her smile diminished slightly. "My..scholarship ran out. | was only supposed to be 
here for a year but | was hoping to earn enough money to finish and get my degree. My Norwegian is so 


terrible that no one wanted to hire me so | never found a job and now l'm, for lack of a better word, broke." 


Someone brought Toki his coffee and sat down on the table. He nodded and thanked them. "Whats did you 
studys ats the university?" 


"I was in the film program there. That was how | got the scholarship, actually. | was in the film program at 


my high school and | worked on a documentary with a few of my classmates about the link between school 


violence and gun control. We ended up getting interviews with the chief of police, the mayor and even the 
governor. The film was entered into a competition and, to make a long story short, it won a bunch of awards, 
including this scholarship. Everyone involved with the film got one and we were able to go to the college of our 
choice. Everyone but me picked local colleges but | wanted to travel. | heard about the film program here and 


it seemed exciting but its been a lot more difficult than | thought, living away from home." 


Toki's felt bad for the girl and his tenderhearted nature caused him to ask more questions when most people 
would have stopped. "Am yous going back to America?" 


"I hope so. I'm staying with a friend for the time being until | can save enough money to go home." 


The guitarist felt like his heart had been pricked with a pin. Before he had a chance to ask another question, 


Julie asked him one. 

"So do you live around here?" 

"| used to." 

She sipped her drink. "Here in Lillehammer?" 

"Just outside the city," Toki gestured toward where his childhood home still stood, many miles away. 
"Where do you live now?" 

‘In Americas. I'm just visit for a while, | have to go back soon for work" 

"Cool," Julie said, grinning. She finished her coffee and sat in silence for a moment as Toki finished his. 
Toki wanted to shift the subject to something more fun. "So what kinds of musics do yous like?" 
‘Metal mostly, some hard rock, a smidge of classical," the girl told him. "What about you?" 

"Black metals, death metals, heavy metals..." 


"That's a lot of metall" Julie laughed and Toki followed suit. "There's a great little shop | like to visit a few 


blocks over that sells a lot of metal albums. If you want, you can walk there with me." 


Toki's heart began to beat a bit faster with excitement. It would be nice to make a new friend, even if he 
wouldn't be staying in Norway for more than a few more days. He agreed and she zipped her thick wool coat 


and put on her gloves. A tiny bell dinged overhead as they exited the coffee shop. 


They entered the record shop a little while later. While Toki walked effortlessly over the icy sidewalks, Julie 
had trouble. He supposed the girl was from a warmer climate. Most of his life was spent in this frozen 
country and he was used to keeping his balance on the ice. Once or twice he had to reach out and grab her 
arm to steady her. She was grateful and laughed at herself, though her face flushed with embarrassment 
each time. Julie was very comfortable around Toki and he quickly figured out why. He remembered the feeling 
of coming to America and not knowing anyone. He recalled all too clearly the awkwardness of barely speaking 
English, a problem he still encountered from time to time. Something about this girl's situation really struck a 
chord with him and he wanted to use his day to find a way to help her. The best thing he could do, he knew, 
was just to be kind to her. He knew that Julie must feel lonely and helpless, though she was putting on a good 
show of being happy for the time being. 


Julie waved to the clerk behind the counter as she entered. ‘She must be a regular here,’ Toki thought. She 
looked through the stacks of CD's absent-mindedly in the smoky shop. 


"Are there any albums you are looking for?" she asked. 


"None that | can thinks of," he answered and began scanning through a random stack near where he had been 
standing. It was quiet warm in the shop, he noticed. He wasn't sure how long he could stay there but he knew 


that if it was for much longer he would want to remove his hoodie, and he couldn't do that without removing 


his hat. And he knew what would happen if he took off his hat. 
"Are you feeling okay?" Julie asked, placing a hand on his arm. 


Toki looked at the girl and blinked a few times. He must have been spaced out for a few minutes and shook his 


head slightly to clear it. "Yeah, | ams okay. | think it ams time for my insulins shot." 
"Oh," Julie face changed to one of concern. "Do you need to leave?" 


"No, | have it here with me," he told her and reached under his hoodie to grab it. He had completely forgotten 
to take the shot, which was unusual for him. He patted his hip and found that the medicine was missing. He 
began to pat all around the top of his jeans, not finding it anywhere. He felt his hands begin to shake and felt 
dizzy. His panicked state quickly escalated his unwell feeling. 


‘It ams not here, | must have lefts it in the hotel," Toki said, he voice sounding a little more panicked than he 


would have liked. She asked which hotel he was staying in and he told her. 


Julie took his situation very seriously, her face becoming completely solemn. She took charge of the situation 
"| have a couple of bus passes; it will be much faster than walking. Come on" 


He was walking unsteadily and was thankful that she was nearby in case he fell. This time, she would be the 
one to catch him. 


Everyone Knows 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! Expect a major turn of events in the next chapter (no, not smut, hahal) 


The bus ride back to the hotel was uneventful but still worrisome. Toki was normally able to control his 
diabetes with insulin but, every once in a while, something like this happened. Toki had forgotten to check his 
blood sugar level that morning and should have expected something like this to happen. He wanted to kick 
himself for the worry he saw on her face. The last thing the Norwegian had wanted was to cause trouble. Her 


hands were balled into fists at the bottom of her coat and she kept shifting it. 

"Hey," he said calmly. "I'll be okays, trys not to worry." 

His words reassured the girl and she nodded and smiled nervously. She walked with him through the lobby and 
all the way to his room. Julie said she could just wait outside until he took the shot but he invited her in. His 
insulin pack was lying on the bed amid some dirty clothes. His hands were shaking and he was having trouble 
getting the syringe into the tiny glass bottle. 

"Would you like me to help you with that?" She asked. 

"Yes, please," he said and handed the supplies to her. 

Toki explained about turning the vial upside down and how much medicine to put in the syringe. She handed the 
instrument to him and he shakily inserted the needle into his arm. Withdrawing the needle, Toki laid it on the 
dresser and reclined back on the bed. Julie pulled a chair out from the corner of the room and sat close to 


him. 


"I will be okay in a minutes,” Toki explained, trying to keep an even tone to his voice. "Just lets me rest for 


now. 
"Hts okay," she assured him. ‘Im not going anywhere. 

He nodded and closed his eyes. He slowly began to feel back to normal and sat up in the bed after a while 
"| ams so sorrys that | worrieds you. It ams nice of yous to stay with me" 

"Hts okay, | didn't want anything to happen to you" 


"You don't reallys knows me though, why dids it matter so much?" 


"Its doesn't matter that | don't know you, you needed help." 
Toki smiled weakly. "Would yous mind gettings me some water?" 


"No problem," she said, taking off her coat and walking over to the sink. Julie took one of the plastic cups and 
filled it with tap water. Toki took the cup and sipped it steadily. His lethargy was fading slowly. 


‘Its nice and warm in here. | wish we could afford to keep the heat this high at my place." 


Julie reached under her hoodie and pulled it over her head, setting it beside her on the floor. She walked over 
to the wall where a sliding glass door lead to a balcony. The girl parted the curtains and looked it. Dim light 

spilled onto her face and into her pale eyes. Toki watched the girl, thinking to himself how deep in thought she 
looked. She had very dark brown hair that was layered and went just below her shoulders. She had on a form- 
fitting white t-shirt and black jeans that had faded to dark gray. He noticed a few thin metal bracelets on her 
right wrist and one on her left. They appears to be tiny chains, all of which looked different and had different 


clasps. Julie turned to him suddenly, rubbing her arms. 


"You have no idea how nice it is to be able to take that hoodie off; | feel like | live in that thing," she said and 
laughed. "I hate being cold." 


"l used to hates it too, but nows | don't really feels it," Toki said, his mind flashing back briefly to his childhood. 
He has spent most of it in a t-shirt, shorts and little else. 


"Can | get you anything else?" she asked, her eyes still filled with concern 


"Nots right now, thank you, Julies," he said, unsure of how else to thank a total stranger for the help she had 
given him. 


"| guess I'd better head home then, it's getting dark quickly," she said and began redressing. "Tharks for the 


company, | had a nice time." 

In truth, Toki had had a very nice time as well..other than the obvious bad part. Part of him really wanted to 
help the girl but he didn't quite know how. He wanted to keep his identity a secret and so far, she hadn't 
suspected anything. Perhaps hanging out one more time would be fun for the lonely American girl. After all, 
she had bought him a cup of coffee; maybe she would appreciate him returning the favor. 

"What ams you doings tomorrow?" Toki asked. 

"Probably just cleaning the house while my friend is at work," she said with a shrug. 


"If you wants, we coulds hang out tomorrow. I'll buy you some breakfasts if you want." 


"That sounds great," Julie said, a smile lighting up her face. "Did you just want to meet here?" 


"Ja, sounds good" 
"Okay, I'll have the person at the front desk call you when | get here. Thanks, Toki.’ 


Toki froze. Had she really just called him by his name? He never told her what his name was and he'd been 


wearing his disguise the entire time. 

"How dids..you know?" 

Julie's brow furrowed in confusion. "How did | know what?" 
"My name. 

"Everyone knows your name; you're Toki Wartooth." 


Toki's heart began to race. The whole day he thought he was hidden but the girl knew all along. How on earth 
had his disguise fooled everyone but her? 


"Yeah buts, | ams wearing my disguise," he stammered and pointed to his hat. 


The girl let out a good-natured laugh. "You're silly, that's just a hat. A person would have to be daft not to 


notice it was you.” 


Toki was completely at a loss for words. A million questions ran through his mind. He wanted to ask her so 


many things but settled for one. "If..you knew it was me, whys didn't you says somethings sooner?" 


Julie simply shrugged as she pulled her hoodie and coat back on. Toki watched her curiously, seeing that she 
was trying to form an answer. She gave herself an approving look in the hotel mirror and simply stated, "I see 
how your other fans treat you. | thought you might enjoy being treated like a human for a change. See you 


tomorrow morning.” 


She smiled sweetly and walked out the door. Toki's heart started to pound. He slowly took the hat from his 
head and looked at it. Perhaps it was a silly disguise. Like she said, it was only a hat. It didn't change his body 
or his face at all. Julie was right - it was nice to be treated like a regular person. Being treated like a rock 
star certainly had its perks but being treated the way she had was indeed a rare thing. Since she had referred 
to ‘other fans' she must have been one herself but never let on. She bought him his drink and didn't ask for 
anything in return, not even an autograph or picture with him. Something about this girl was more genuine 
than anything Toki had seen in a long time and he longed to learn more about her. He felt better after his 
medicine had had time to work and he sighed quietly, sliding his body further down in the bed. 


Toki looked at the time. It was still early in the evening but he was very tired. The guitarist removed his pants 
and shirt without his feet touching the floor and nestled into his big, warm bed. His mind wandered to the girl, 


and he hoped that she got back to her residence safely on her own. Just as his eyes fluttered closed, he also 
hoped that she got back to America just as safely. 


Rock Drill or Lunch Date? 


Author's Notes: 
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Toki was up and dressed before the phone on the tableside rang. His heart raced. Julie was in the lobby waiting 
for him. He only had two more days in Norway before he needed to go home and spending his morning with 
her would only enrich his trip. He thought about asking her to do something after breakfast if she wasn't 
busy, something as simple as going for a walk. The people who worked in the hotel knew who he was; they'd 
had his name since he checked in. He decided to forgo wearing his hat. Treating her to breakfast in the hotel 
restaurant would be better than going back out into the cold 


Still in her same jeans, coat and hoodie from the day before, she greeted him with the same smile. The only 
major difference was that her hair was in a ponytail. Toki felt himself grin as well, not even trying to suppress 


it as she wished him a good morning. 


"Good mornings to you, too," he quipped, not sure how else to greet the girl. A hug might seem clingy. A kiss 
on the cheek? Too forward. A handshake? Too formal. Instead, the young man simply stood near the girl and 
fidgeted a moment before extending his arm toward the hotel restaurant. It was a simple area filled with 
travelers and businessmen. Toki and Julie seemed out of place in their less-than-formal attire but neither 
minded. They took a seat across from each other at a small table with a smooth beige-colored top and Julie 
picked up a menu and squinted at it. She held it very close to her face before nearly jumping out of her seat 


with excitement. 
"Oh my goodness!" she gasped. "The menu is in Norwegian and English!" 


"That ams a good thing, right?" Toki asked, immediately feeling silly. OF course the menu being in her native 


language was a good thing. 


"Absolutely! | mean, | understand enough Norwegian to order but it helps. Anytime | see anything in English it 


makes me happy. | had no idea how much | would miss it when | moved here.” 


The end of her sentence had a touch of sadness to it. Toki bit his bottom lip and tried not to draw attention to 


the fact that he heard it. Instead, he chose to focus on a more positive topic. 
"Do you haves any plans for today?" 


The girl shrugged, still looking at the menu. "None that | can think of, why?" 


"Would you like to.." Toki stopped, unsure of what he wanted to ask the girl to do. Going for a walk might be 
too boring or ordinary. He kept trying to form the words but they seemed stuck in his mind, unable to 
translate fast enough. She stopped looking at the menu and stared at him, unsure of what he was trying to 


say. Finally he muttered, "Would you like to hang out?" 


Toki immediately wanted to beat his head on the table. What a stupid question and what a ridiculous way to 
word it. He tried to sigh quietly but failed at that as well. Julie grinned and nodded, flipping to the next page of 


the menu. 
"Sure, what would you like to do?" 


Toki felt the beginnings of perspiration building under his arms. Why was he so nervous? He was Toki 
Wartooth, for goodness’ sake. He reminded himself of that fact several times and steadily calmed down 


"I ams not sure. Maybes we coulds go see a movies?" 
"Okay, sure. Any idea what you'd like to see?" Julie asked. 
"No, what about yous?" 


"I kind of wanted to see that new horror movie, the one with the guy that kills the people with the rock drill. 
Do you know the one I'm talking about?" 


Toki gulped. He was terrified of scary movies, something Skwisgaar and Murderface never let him forget. At 
one point, Toki got so scared watching Jacob's Ladder that he started crying. It was all over when Skwisgaar 
pointed it out to the other guys. The young guitarist left the room and didn't talk to anyone for two days, 
curled up in his bed with Deddy Bear. At first everyone thought it was because he was afraid but after a 
visit from Nathan, everyone knew it was because he was embarrassed. From then on, Nathan insisted they 


watch comedies together. 


At that moment, Toki realized that he missed Nathan and wanted to call him after he and Julie saw the movie. 
He knew the singer would spare him any drama that had persisted since he left for Norway but would fill him 
in on any important details he may have missed. Julie sat her menu down just at the server was approaching 
and gave her order. She asked for a short stack of pancakes and glass of orange juice and used her best 
Norwegian manners. Toki was impressed. He placed his order as well, asking for a few pieces of toast some jam 


with milk and orange juice to drink The server took their menus away. 
"So yeah, the rock drill movie. Interested?" 
Toki swallowed. He didn't want to disappoint her. "Do you..reallys like horror movies?" 


"Well, yes and no. | hate lame, cheesy horror movies but | like ones that are really scary. | read a review 


about the movie that said it was not only scary but really gory. Apparently, they show over 20 brutal 


murders." 


Toki shifted in his seat. There was no way he was going to risk his metal credibility by making this girl think he 
was afraid of horror films. Still, the thought of not sleeping for days was a bit more than he could stand and 


he took out his phone to see what other movies were showing. 


‘| wants to see what else is playing," he said a little louder than he meant to. He hoped he hadn't sounded too 
nervous. Toki scanned the movies rapidly and asked, "What about this ones?" 


Julie leaned over and peered at the screen She squinted a moment before taking a pair of glasses out of her 
pocket and putting them on. Toki watched her look at his phone and thought how cute she looked with her 
glasses on. He felt blush creep up his face and secretly prayed that she didn't notice. She scrunched up her 


face. 


“Lunch Date? That's a romantic comedy. You think that would be better ‘The Rock Drill Murderer?" Julie 
scoffed. She looked back at Toki only to see the damaged look on his face. She instantly felt ashamed and 


stammered, "Well, | guess it would be okay..if that's what you really want to see." 


"No, that's okays, we can sees the rock drill movie if you wants to," he said, still trying not to let on that he 


was so afraid. 


| can see that another time," Julie said quickly. "Lunch Date is probably a good movie, | saw a commercial for 


it the other day, it's fine.” 

The girl nodded again to reassure him, finally leaning in and patting his arm a few times. He knew the smile on 
his face must have looked forced but did not want to discuss the topic further. Julie folded her glasses and 
put them away. 


Their breakfast arrived a moment later. Julie dug into her pancakes whole-heartedly. Toki wasn't used to eating 


around anyone but hit bandmates and hoped his manners weren't too poor. 
"Can | ask you a question?" 

"Yeps," Toki replied, thankful she broke the silence. 

"| know you travel a lot. What was the best place you've ever visited?" 


The young man thought a moment, stoking his facial hair absent-mindedly. "Probablies Japan, maybes Brazil. 


How about you?" 


"I haven't been many places. | guess Norway, though," she said, sipping her orange juice. "lm sorry, | said | was 


going to treat you normally and here | am, asking questions about your travels. Sorry." 


"| thinks that most peoples talk about stuff like that though," Toki told her, smearing jam on his toast with the 
back of a spoon and taking a bite. "It's okays. Is it okay if | ask you stuffs too?" 


"Sure, go right ahead 

Toki thought a second. "What ams your favorite food?" 

"Pizzal" Julie said and laughed loudly. *Cliché, | know. How about you?" 
"Candys, anything with sugar" 


"That must be hard, seeing as you have diabetes," Julie said, seriousness returning to her voice. "Do you eat 


candy a lot?" 

"Nopes, not as much as | used too. | ams trying To take better care of myself lately, that ams why | was so 
upset that | forgots my insulin yesterday. Thanks you again for staying with me untils | gots back to my 
rooms." 

Julie nearly passed it off but Toki wouldn't let her. 

"No, reallys, it means a lot." 


Julie's expression sobered. She wiped her mouth with a napkin and folded it beside her plate. "You're welcome." 


The shift in mood began a comfortable silence in which both finished their meals. 


The pair walked to the theater rather than taking the bus. In addition to being less cold than usual, the sun 
was out and they were in no hurry. They had the whole day to do whatever they wanted. Before leaving the 
hotel, Toki made sure to get his insulin and hat. Julie laughed when she saw it and shook her head, whispering 
about how she still couldn't figure out how it fooled anyone. 

"So, did you want to get some popcorn?” Julie asked. "It would be better to get that than candy." 

"Yeps, sounds good," Toki agreed. 


They approached the theater and looked at the posters on the outside. Julie stared at the poster for Lunch 


Date and made a comment about it. 
"Could they have made the poster any worse? The trailer made it look okay but this-" 


In an instant, Toki caught Julie's arm. He didn't have time to warn her but he had seen a patch of ice hiding in 


a shadow on the sidewalk. The guitarist had saved her from a nasty fall. 


"Stupid ice," she said, blush creeping up her face. "| won't miss these stupid, icy sidewalks when | get back to 
Florida." 


"Is that where you are from?" 


"Yeah," she said, straightening out her coat. "It never snows there. l'm so embarrassed, | can't believe if 


slipped." 

"| can't believe | forgots my insulin yesterday, but when | did you was ams there to helps me. Now we are 
evens," Toki said and winked at her. He loved how her face lit up at his gesture. He quickly changed the topic 
and ignored the pinkness in her cheeks, asking, "So you wears glasses?" 

"Yeah; | should wear them all the time but | think they look dorky," she admitted. 

Toki had to disagree. "No they don't, they ams looking very nice on you." 

Julie's blush only got worse but Toki wasn't looking. He continued to stare at the Lunch Date poster. Slowly his 
eyes went to the Rock Drill Murderer poster and he had to look away. There was way too much blood on it 


and the killer had red eyes. He looked back to Julie. 


"Well, | could wear them all the time but | only really need to wear them to read things up close, like the menu 


earlier." 

"Do you needs them to see the movies?" 

She sighed. "Well, | probably should It would be more enjoyable that way." 

"Yes, being ables to see is ams good thing," Toki joked. Julie playfully shoved him and they walked inside. 
Toki purchased their tickets and handed one of them to Julie. 


"lll get snacks!" she said and sprinted to the counter before he had a chance to stop her. He was a billionaire; 


why didn't she just ask him to buy it? She ran up to him a moment later with a giant bucket of popcorn 
"| hope it's okay that | didn't get butter on it, | don't care for it," she explained as they walked 

"You didn'ts have to buy that, you knows," Toki gently chided. 

"| know | didn't have to, but it's only fair since you bought tickets," Julie told him. "Plus, the sign over the 


counter said all snacks were half price." She stopped a moment before adding, "That is what the sign said, 
right?" 


Toki looked behind them, toward the counter. "Yes, that ams what it says." 


"Good," the girl sighed. "| always worry that l'm misreading things, even though I've lived here for a year. | feel 


so dumb sometimes." 
"Don't be sayings that," Toki said, opening the door to the theater for her. "You ams not dumb." 
"Thanks," she said. "Where do you want to sit?" 


The entire theater was empty. The movie had been out a while so the room being unoccupied was not unusual. 
Still, something about the room being so big and only having the two of them there was a little daunting. Seeing 
a romantic movie alone with a girl was making this seem more and more like a date. Than again, it had been 


years since Toki had been on a real date with a woman; maybe a real date wouldn't be such a bad thing. 


He led them to a seat near the middle and they sat side by side. Julie took off her coat and hoodie, revealing 
the same shirt she had on yesterday. She took the tie out of her hair and shook it loose before securing it in 


place once more. 
"That's the worse part about wearing a hoodie," she explained. "You always have to fix your hair again" 


"I knows," Toki agreed. He normally only wore his hair up when he did laundry to keep his neck cool or when he 
was jogging on really hot days. "I hopes the movies am good," he commented, taking a handful of the popcorn 
and crunching it loudly. A few minutes later, the opening credits came on the screen and the girl put her 
glasses on. He snuck a look at Julie's face, making sure that she wasn't ticked off about seeing the romantic 
comedy instead of the horror film. She seemed content. 


They were taking turns getting popcorn out of the bucket until, about ten minutes in, both were so engrossed 
in the story that they reached at the same time and their hands touched. They both drew their hands back 
and Toki actually apologized. Julie just smiled and whispered that it was no big deal. Toki noticed how soft Julie's 
hand was. Julie noticed how rough Toki's fingertips were. Both grinned when the other wasn't looking. 


Surprise 
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The movie ended on a sweet note. Toki looked over and saw that Julie had a hand raised to her chest, a cheesy 
smile on her face. He almost called her on it until he saw that it was genuine. She really had thought the end 
of the movie was rice. ‘Maybe she is a bit of a romantic, he thought. Toki certainly was, though the ending of 
the movie did not move him the way it moved her. It was cute the way that the couple got together at the 
end of the film and everything worked out, but that wasn't realistic in his mind. When couples faced obstacles 
in real life was normally when they drifted apart, broke up and never spoke to each other again. The last few 
relationships he'd had were like that and he had no desire to repeat them. It seems that the other guys in the 
band had similar problems with girls. Nathan always dated girls who didn't like him for who he was, Skwisgaar 
never wanted to commit, Pickles enjoyed drinking and partying too much for him to have any kind of serious 
relationship and Murderface..there was not enough time in the day to talk about his flaws. 


They walked out of the theater and Julie stretched. "That was actually a really good moviel | liked the happy 
ending, l'm a real sucker for stuff like that." 


Toki nodded. "I bets that the rock drill movies did not haves a happy ending." 
"You're probably right," Julie laughed. "So, what are you doing for the rest of the day?" 


"Not much, probably just goings to back to my rooms and call the guys. | needs to see if anything important 
has been happenings with them." 


Julie's gaze dropped for a split second but instantly reappeared. "Okay, | guess I'll go back to my friend's place” 
There was a sad silence for a few moments. "Want me to walk you theres?" 

"Il be okay. Did you want a bus pass back to the hotel?" she asked, putting her hoodie and coat back on 

"No, thank yous though: 


Another silence as they walked to the door. The stood on the sidewalk and fidgeted a few minutes before Toki 


asked the girl a question It was obvious that he was nervous about asking. 
"Do you wants to..keep in touch? Like, texts and stuff?" 


Her face lit up. “Sure! Maybe you can help me with my Norwegian. You can be my emergency translator." 


They laughed and took out their phones. After exchanging numbers, their eyes locked for a few seconds. 
"| really enjoyed spendings times with you, Julies," he told her genuinely. "You ams a very cool girl." 


"l enjoyed your company as well, Toki," she replied, whispering his first name. "I won't be in Norway much 
longer but maybe we can hangs out again sometime when | get backs to the States. Maybes | could get you a 
backstage pass or something." 


She giggled but Toki marveled at what a good idea that was. If he played a show in Florida, he would definitely 
send her a pass and a ticket as well. He wondered how soon she would be back in the States and asked her 


what she thought. 


"As soon as | can," she answered. "I have loved living in Norway but homesickness has really set in for the last 
few months. I'll keep you posted" 


Just as Julie was about to walk away, he grabbed her arm. She looked back at him with questioning eyes that 
he thought looked so lovely in the sunlight. Without another word, he pulled her into a tight embrace which 
she returned. After a few seconds, she ran her hand over his back and across his hair. He reveled in how good 
it felt and how wonderful the girl smelled. It had been years since a woman wanted to hold him; most only 
wanted him for his cock. It felt good to know that there was something about him that allured the girl to him 


for the person he really was. When she pulled away, they were both smiling from ear to ear. 


"lIl texts ya later," he said, and slowly walked toward the hotel. His heart was racing and he wanted to break 
into a run, Instead he walked with a spring in his step, afraid at any moment that his face would completely 
crack with happiness. 


As Toki laid down to go to sleep that night he reflected on his day. He had spend the first part of it with Julie 
having breakfast and then going on what he ultimately decided was a date. He thought about her as he walked 
around the city for a few hours, causing his groin to ache painfully and practically forcing him to masturbate 
when he returned home that afternoon, It was quick and over with in a matter of minutes but the craving for 
her presence did not go away. Instead it seemed stronger than before and he barely fought the urge to text 


her before sending her a very simple message in Norwegian 

‘Hey’ 

"Hey, what's up?" she answered a few minutes later. 

"If you had the chance to go back to America right now, would you do it?" 


"Yes." And a few seconds later, "Why?" 


Toki thought a few moments before telling her the idea he'd thought of earlier that day. He didn't really know 
her but her homesickness had really struck a chord in his heart. He wanted to help her and perhaps it was 
foolish of him, but he was about to offer the girl a ride home on the HatredCopter. 

"Pack your bags, you're riding back with me." 

| don't understand." 

| want to give you a ride home." 


‘Sorry, | still don't understand. Would you mind saying it in English?" 


Toki couldn't help but laugh. "If you want, I'll give you a ride back to Florida in my private plane. I'm leaving in 
two days." 


"OMG, THANK YOU SO MUCHII! Tl be packed and ready, just call and I'll meet you wherever. | don't know how | 


could ever repay youl” 
"No need to repay anything. I'll call you tomorrow." 


Toki's heart raced for the second time that day. He had no idea how he was going to sleep but doubted she 
would be sleeping either. He was so happy that he would be taking her home. Something about his deed made 
Toki feel like he was really doing something important and another thing happened for the second time that 
day: he couldn't stop smiling. 


Photographs 
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Toki called Julie the next day and set up a time to meet with her the following day. The plane would be picking 
them up behind the woods outside the city, the same place where he had been dropped off. They met by the 
edge of the city the following day, Julie lugging two duffle bags and a medium-sized suitcase on wheels behind 
her. Toki got the bags for her and Julie picked up the suitcase and carried it through the snow. Her smile was 
so eager and bright and he thought to himself how pretty she looked Her whole face smiled, not only her 
mouth. She thanked him over and over as they walked through the snow. Toki tried to brush away her thanks 
but she insisted that it was a wonderful thing to do. She was excited that she was going to be in Florida in less 
than 24 hours and was unable to keep still once she got in the plane. 


They talked for a while and eventually watched a movie on her laptop. Halfway through, Toki's dethphone began 


to blare and he answered it. 

"Hullo?" 

"Hey Toki, its Murderfache. Why haven't you anschwered your phone?" 
Toki was puzzled. "What do yous means?" 

"Ive been calling you for three hoursch man, what gives?" 


"Well, | ams in the HartredCopter and you knows we don'ts gets signal in here. | haves to stop in Floridas and 


then I'll be back." 
"Florida? Why are you schtopping there?" he asked. 
"Well | mets a goil who needed a ride theres from Norway. She was strandeds." 


Murderface sighed heavily. "Listen, you're going to have to poschtpone that. We need you here right now. 


There is a contract we need your schignature on right away, then you can take her wherever." 
"Buts..." 


"No butsch, Toki. Just get back here and schign the form. If you don't, we're going to losche a lot of money on 


our nexscht tour, okay?" 


"Okays Moidaface, I'll see you soon" 


Toki's phone began to break up right at the end of the call and he sighed heavily. Now he would have to tell 
the girl that her trip home would be delayed even further. He didn't notice that she had paused the movie. 


| uh..guess we're making a detour, then?" she questioned, mild disappointment on her face. 


"Yes, | ams sorrys, Julies," he said, feeling a heaviness in his chest. He quickly thought of something that would 
make her smile. "Buts the goods news is that you gets to come with me to Mordhaus. Very few peoples get to 
visit so that makes you pretty luckys." 


Julie lifted her eyes and smiled. "Hey, you're right! Besides, | hadn't told my family that | was coming back so 


they aren't even expecting me yet" 


Toki took his seat next to the girl and she pressed play to continue the movie. Neither of them were paying 
attention by this point. Julie was excited and Toki was too. He couldn't wait to show her his room and all of his 
model planes. He would see if she wanted to stay the night, seeing as they would both be jet lagged. Toki was 
so wrapped up in thought that he didn't hear what Julie said the first time she spoke. 


‘| ams sorrys, what?" he asked. 
"| asked what you're smiling about," she said, also smiling. 
"Why ams you smiling?” he asked back. 


Both kept smiling. Neither answered. 


A few hours later, Toki was stirred from a light sleep. Julie was staring out the window of the plane, an 
unreadable expression on her face. The brunette rubbed his eyes, trying not to startle the girl. He watched 
her for a while. He slept through the end of the movie and she had already put her laptop away. He looked 
down and noticed a tiny photo album in her hands and a slightly larger one in her lap. She had taken off her 
purple Lillehammer hoodie and it was on the floor by her feet. Once again, she was wearing the same form- 
fitting white t-shirt she'd had on a few days ago. He liked how it looked on her. The light streaming through 
the window revealed that she was wearing a black bra under the shirt rather than a white one. It was not 
unusual to see girls do that when they wanted attention but getting attention did not seem to be the girls 
motivation. She lifted her hand to move the hair out of her face and looked down at the album. 


She flipped through the pages, a smile playing on her face. The more Julie smiled, the more curious Toki 
became. He lifted himself from the chair and stretched, covering his mouth as he yawned. A pain in his calf 


caused him to wince in pain. Falling asleep in his boots often made his legs cramp and he quickly sat on the 


floor of the plane to take them off. 
"Are you okay?" Julie asked, putting the albums on the seat next to her and kneeling next to him. 


"Yeps, | just needs to take of my boots for a while, legs ams asleep," he explained, fumbling to unbuckle the 
straps. 


Julie was relieved to know it was nothing worse and helped him unbuckle the straps on the other boot. When 
he finally got his boots off, he stood and stretched again, digging his feet into the carpet. He wigged his toes, 


glad to have the carefree feeling one gets when they are barefoot. 


"You shoulds take off your shoes, too," he suggested, pleased with the comfort he felt. She nodded and slipped 
off her sneakers, which Toki noticed were flat on the bottom from use. She pulled her feet beneath her. 


"Can | looks at your pictures?" he asked. 

“Sure! Come sit with me," Julie obliged. 

She opened the small album first. It was a recent picture. She explained each one as she turned the page. "Here 
is my dorm at university, she how nice my room was? This was where | lived after | moved out of the dorm. 
This is me and my roommate at a bar. This is from our road trip to...” 

Toki was listening intently but was also entranced by the girl as she spoke. The pictures of her were all so 
beautiful. The earlier ones showed her wearing makeup and different clothes. As the pictures went on, he could 
tell that she had perhaps fallen on hard times. The same clothes were being worn again and again, makeup and 
accessories were missing, her face looked a bit thinner. By the end of the album, he'd seen her whole 
experience with living in his home country. 

Julie pulled out the second album and opened the cover. It was a picture that looked to be a few years old of 
her with her arms around a guy her age. Julie's hair was a little longer and lighter. Toki felt a slight pang of 
jealousy but asked who the guy was anyway. 

"This is my brother," she told Toki, who instantly felt a littler better. 


"You looks alike," Toki said. They did look very similar. They had the same smile, same color hair and very 


similar mannerisms. 
"Yeah, we get that a lot," Julie said and turned to Toki. "He's my twin" 
"Reallys?" Toki asked, very intrigued. "I've never mets a set of boy and girl twins before." 


"Just used to seeing hot twins at your shows?" Julie joked, 


"Yeps, mostlys," Toki said truthfully. Julie's face flushed a little. She had embarrassed herself a bit by making 
an assumption and couldn't think of what to say next. Toki helped by changing the subject. 


"What ams his name?" 

"Jacob" 

"Julies and Jacob, that goes together nicely," Toki told her. 

Toki looked at pictures of her parents, grandparents, her at Prom, her graduation, photos of her accepting her 
scholarship in a formal ceremony and a few other things. Toki guessed that this album was all of the things 


Julie was most proud of in her life. When she closed the album, she asked Toki if he had anything he wanted to 
share. He didn't have any pictures on him but pulled out his dethphone and flipped through pictures in the 


gallery. 


"Here ams a picture of Pickle sleepings, he passed out in my room once," Toki laughed. "Here ams one of 
Murderface and me at Burzums, dressed in diguises at three in the mornings after a show. Here ams me and 


Nathan feedings the goats in the pettings zoo." 


He scanned through a few more and pointed out one last picture. "Here ams Skwisgaar eating a banana, | told 


him it made him looks like he ams gay!" 
Julie laughed and said, "You know, there is a rumor out that you and Skwisgaar are a couple." 


Toki was used to rumors and brushed it off. "I assure you that ams not true. He gets girls all the times. | just 
likes to tease him. He does the same things to me all the time." 


"So do you think I'll get to meet any of them or do you just want me to stay in the plane for your meeting?" 
Toki scoffed at the idea "Nej, you can come inside. You cans watch TV or hangs out in my room’ 

"Okay, that sounds great," she agreed. "Do you think any of the guys will be there?" 

"Yeps, they will all bes there. We're havinks a band meeting, and of course we all lives there’ 

"Oh, right," she said, feeling silly. She thought a moment and added, "Wow, this is really exciting!" 

"| know, | can't waits for you to meets my friends!" 


Julie blushed again. Something about him wanting her to meet his friends really excited her. A feeling had been 
growing that he liked her a lot and she was now starting to believe she was right. 


Metal Rat Christmas 
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Julie started out the window in complete wonder as the HatredCopter touched down. Mordhaus was enormous, 
many times larger than she had ever imagined. The architecture was mind-blowing. She wondered how someone 
had designed the building, let alone built it. The apprehension and nervousness from before was now gone. The 


look on her face told Toki that she was excited now and in truth, so was he. 


Toki wondered what his friends would think of her. He hoped they liked her but was far more concerned that 
they would be..themselves. Murderface would womanize, Skwisgaar would make unwanted passes at her, Nathan 
would behave strangely and make her uncomfortable, Pickles would pass out or throw up on her..thoughts ran 
through his mind and suddenly Toki was having second thoughts about them meeting. The light in her eyes 


caused Toki to quickly realize that he couldn't just make her wait in his room. 

The sun was setting and the sky was a bright orange. A few gears walked toward the plane and picked up Toki 
and Julie's bags. Julie thanked them and they nodded silently. As the plane came to a stop and was quiet, Julie 
took in the sight of Mordhaus from the ground. She was simply in awe. He led her into the house cordially, 
instructing the gears to take their stuff to his room. 

| hope | don't say anything too stupid,” Julie muttered to herself. 

"What do you means?" Toki asked. 


‘Ive really tried to play it cool around you but in truth, l'm a pretty big Dethklok fan. | just hope | don't act 


like too much of a fangirl, you know?" 

Toki laughed. "I ams sure you'll be fine. We ams all just peoples like you, onlys more famous." 

Julie laughed, her tension visibly broken by her smile. "Thanks for the vote of confidence." 

Toki laughed too, scratching nervously at his arm and hoping that they treated her better than they treated 
their fans. Fans could be really scary but Julie was not. She was a sweet, intelligent girl. Toki really liked 
spending time with her. Questions began to circumvent through his mind as they entered the back entrance of 
Mordhaus. He had to push them aside for now. He was very happy to have Julie there but, for the moment, 


needed to think about business. 


"| guess I'll takes you to the recs room and you can watch TVs for a while, unless you want to rest," he 


offered, hoping she would choose the later. 
"ll watch TV | guess." 


"We also haves lots of videos games you can play that don't needs tokens," Toki said. "I likes to plays them. I'l 


have a klokateer in the rooms with you in case you needs something.’ 

"Thanks so much! How long do you think the meeting will be?" 

"Not sures, sometimes the robot keeps us there a long time and sometimes we complains and leaves early.’ 
"Okay," Julie said. "So if the meeting runs long and | get tired can they show me to your room to rest?" 
"Yeps, or even shower if you likes. Just lock the door, Skwisgaar might trys to come in" 

"Noted." 

"IIl see you soon, texts me if you have an emergency, okay?" he said, hoping nothing would befall the girl 
during the meeting. Mordhaus was accident-prone and he wanted to insure her safety. She nodded and Toki 
pulled her into a hug. Her fingers kneeded into his back gently and he wondered if she realized she was doing it. 
Her touches felt so good. The words had barely escaped his lips before he realized he'd said them out loud. 
‘| really likes hanging out with you, Julies." 

Immediately, he pulled back from her and gasped. Her face contorted slightly with confusion as he tried to 
think of a way to erase what he had just said. He almost panicked but she only stepped forward and hugged 
him again. She nuzzled her face into his neck, tip-toeing slightly to make up for their height difference. A 
moment later she stepped back and smiled, about to follow the klokateer to the rec room. 

"You don't have to be embarrassed, Toki; | like hanging out with you, too." 

A simple smile and she turned, her quiet footsteps nonetheless echoing down the long, dark hallway. 


* 


Toki was the last one to arrive to the meeting, much to the joy of the rest of the band. Despite their rule of 
apathy toward one another, they all smiled and greeted him. 


"Is uh, good to have you back," Nathan muttered, the slightest of smiles cracking his face. 
"Thanks, Nat'ans," Toki responded, moving to shake Pickles’ and William's hands. 


"Schure wasch boring around here without you. Schwishgaar and me watched every horror movie in the 


housche in like, two daysch." 
"Ja, and we ates too much candys," Skwisgaar added, rubbing his stomach. 


"Yeah, and they were so scared they insisted they sleep in my room for a few days. Brutal," Pickles added, 


arms crossed and clearly disappointed. 


Toki laughed. It had done him good to be away but he was glad to hear that he was missed. Charles coughed 


and announced they would be starting now. 


"Okay, | know how short your attention spans are so lets get right to it," the manager began. "We will be 
starting a tour next month that will for the following three weeks, a week to rest, another three weeks, 
another week to rest and then a couple of festivals. It's a shorter tour schedule than what you are used to 


but considering that you have to start recording the as-yet-untitled Christmas album... 
"Hey, check it out," Nathan said, seemingly unaware that Charles was even talking. "A rat" 


He pointed across the room. There was indeed a rat crawling across the floor, sniffing the air. The guys all 


wondered how it got there but none of them questioned it aloud. 


"Rats are brutal," he finished, the closest thing to a smile he could muster crossing his face. "Could we name 
the Christmas album after a rat? That would be so metal." 


"Ja, Metal Rat Christmas ams a brutal titles," Skwisgaar added, seemingly in awe at the idea. 


"But rats got nothin’ to do with Christmas," Pickles protested. "Maybe like, a spider with a metal web or 
something..that would be cool, right?" 


Murderface dropped his head in his hands and began texting on his dethphone. Toki, who was sitting next to 
him, noticed a few band-aids on his hands, presumably from the sharp edges of the phone. He couldn't see 
what William was writing but assumed it was to his phone sex girl. He briefly wondered what the girl charged 
per text. Toki listened to the guys argue about which animals were brutal and/or Christmas-related, eventually 
tuning them out to think about Julie. He wondered what she was doing. Something in his mind wanted to imagine 
she was in his bed, layers of winter clothing shed, resting in his bed. The guitarist thought about how the girl 
would be returned home after the meeting and he felt a little sad. He wanted to hang out with her. They had 
really had a good time together in Lillehammer. She was so sweet and pretty and considerate. He wondered if 


she... 
"Polar bears are not brutal, dude!" Pickles yelled, breaking Toki's train of thought. "Toki, what do you think?" 


Toki's head snapped back toward the conversation. Everyone was staring at him except Murderface, who was 
still texting. Toki was clearly not paying attention and everyone had noticed. Nathan's fist was clenched on top 


of the table, Pickles‘ brow was furrowed, Skwisgaar's arms were crossed indignantly. They were all clearly 


ticked at each other and were hoping he would solve their feud. 


"| thinks," he began, stumbling over his word choice. "That's the most brutal Christmas animal ams the 


reindeer. It could haves blood drippings from its antlers or somethings." 


Nathan looked at Toki as if he were a genius, very pleased with his answer. "Uh huh, that's an awesome idea, 


man. And it could be like, mauling Santa's throat or something, pissing on all the kid's toys and stuff 


"l, um, don't think that's appropriate, Nathan," Charles said, clearly disappointed at the turn the conversation 
had taken. Murderface was still texting, his tongue slightly between his teeth. Skwisgaar shrugged and appeared 
to let his mind wander. "We want to keep the fans we have, not ostracize them by frightening their children 


Lets try to think of a better idea, shall we?" 


They all showed signs and posture of concentrating. Pickles was the first to come up with something else. He 
snapped his finger and his eyes lit up. 


"Penguins!" he exclaimed. "A penguin with a knife or something..a machine gun!" 
Charles sighed. "But what does that have to do with Christmas?" 
"Nothin’, man, it would just be awesome," Pickles replied, a smirk plastered across his face. 


Charles sighed again, lifting his glasses to pinch the skin on his nose between his eyes. It was obvious he had 
already had his fill of the band for the day. He was relieved when his cell phone went off. Charles replaced his 
glasses and excused himself, saying they could reconvene later in the day. He rapidly exited the room to 
answer his call. The singer, the lead guitarist and the drummer exited the room, all talking about getting in the 
hot tub and watching TV. Toki walked toward the door a moment later. He was going to see what Julie was up 
to. He stopped when he got to the door and turned back to see that William had yet to move, fully 


concentrating on the glowing screen of his phone. 
"Hey Moidaface, the meetings ams over." 


Murderface looked up after a few seconds, surprised to see that everyone was in fact gore. "Oh, uh, thanksch, 


Toki. Guessch I'd better go too." 


Without a word, the bassist hastened to his room. Toki heard Murderface's door slam long before reaching his 
room. Even though it was his own room, Toki knocked softy on the door. He thought he heard Julie's voice but 
didn't hear what she said. He slowly opened the door. She was lying in his bed, now in different clothes. She was 
wearing black pants that were rolled up a bit at the bottom, a short sleeved black shirt and dark purple socks. 
Her shoes had been left by the door next to his running shoes. Toki smiled at how much bigger his feet were 

than hers. Her hair was freshly washed, making a wet spot on his pillow. The rest was stuck to her face in 


wet strands. She opened her eyes and flinched a little. 


‘Oh my goodness," she mumbled. "I didn't mean to fall asleep. I'm sure my hair is going to look ridiculous now 


that I've slept on it" 


Toki smiled. He actually thought quite the opposite. "If you woulds like to dry it, | can show you where the hair 


drier ams." 


"Sounds great," she said, sliding off the bed and rubbing her face. She staggered down the hallway behind Toki, 
who put his arm around her to keep her steady..at least, that was what he told himself. He really just wanted 
an excuse to be close to her. She didn't seem to mind in the least, leaning into his shoulder as they walked. 
Just as they were approaching the bathroom door, Skwisgaar exited. Julie saw him and nearly jumped. She 
looked over at Toki with a large grin, wanting to say something but not sure quite what. Toki figured he might 
as well introduce her. He was curious to see what his friends thought of her but also didn't want anyone 


thinking she was just another groupie. 


"Hey, Skwisgaar," he called, stopping the lead guitarist in his tracks. The blonde man turned, a disinterested look 


on his face. "This ams my new lady friend, Julies. Julies, this ams Skwisgaar" 


"IFs really nice to meet you," Julie said, clearly working to maintain her composure. Toki felt only a slight pang 


of jealousy but found her excitement to be cute and understandable. After all, she was a fan 


"Hullos," he said simply and turned to Toki. "Toki, were you going to come down and watch the movie with us 
later? It ams kind of a scarys movie but probably not too bads. This one will probably not makes you hide in 


your room like a crybabys dildo." 


Toki cringed, wanting to smack his own forehead and then punch his bandmate in the jaw. He couldn't believe 
Skwisgaar would try to embarrass him in front of a girl. Toki made a mental note to take revenge later but 


for now he needed to save face. 


"Yeps, that sounds great," Toki agreed, knowing immediately he had made a mistake. Now Julie would really see 
how scared he was of horror films. The anger on his face must have been showing because Skwisgaar quickly 


changed his attitude. He knew Toki's temper well enough by now to know when to leave him alone. 


‘Or if you wants you cans just have alone time with your lady friend, thats would be okays too. | can asks the 


cook to make you twos a specials dinner or something.” 


"Nos, we will comes watch the movie. Please tell the other guys not to be nakeds in the hot tub when we 


comes down," Toki asked, a slight pleading tone in his voice. 


The other guitarist nodded and descended the steps at the end of the long hallway. Toki sat on the edge of the 
shower and watched as Julie dried her hair. She used his brush to slowly comb through her hair as she went, 
even using a touch of finishing spray when she was done to give it extra shine and volume. Her dark brown 
hair was so pretty. Toki had seen what her hair looked like when it was fixed in her photo album but 


something told him that she had not been able to properly care for herself in a long time. He remembered 


what that was like, growing up and being told that anything to do other than merely exist was superficial and 
vain. Julie snapped her fingers in front of Tokits face. 


"Are you okay? You looked a little lost for a moment" 
Toki blinked a few times to clear his mind. "Yeps, | ams okay. Just thinking.’ 


"Do you mind if | ask what you were thinking about?" she inquired, sitting on the shower next to him. Toki 
rubbed his forehead for a moment. His back itched and throbbed with the memory of his punishments. He 


tried to quiet his mind, which was already racing with the question of how he was going to explain the scars. 


"Julies, |.." he stammered, trying to find the right words. 'I..don't likes scary movies. Do you mind if we watch 
something else?" 


She nodded, no trace of disappointment on her face. "Sure, no problem. Will the other guys mind?" 


‘Probablies not. We just haves to suggest something else. Ams there any movies you want to watch? We 


haves a lot of movies." 
Julie thought for a moment. "Lets go see what all you have and pick something. How about that?" 


Toki nodded. She stood up and took his hand, lifting him to his feet. He was standing right in front of her, and 
she did not move back to allow him more space. They were close enough for Toki to smell her freshly washed 
skin and hair. He was becoming more and more intoxicated by her beauty. In that moment, staring into her pale 
eyes, he wanted to do so many things to her; kiss her, hold her, tell her how lovely she was. For a while, they 
could only hear the sound of one another's breathing. Toki ran his hand languidly through her hair. It felt 
indescribably soft. She closed her eyes and let out the gentlest of sighs. He couldn't form a thought in English 


and muttered to her in his native language. 
"Du er vakker" 
"What?" she asked quietly, without opening her eyes. 


"| said you ams beautiful. | think you ams the most beautifuls girl in the world," he told her, losing himself in 
her eyes when she opened them. He gathered his courage and whispered, "Can | kiss you?" 


She nodded, placing a hand on the back of his head and meeting his lips with her own. The quietness of the 
bathroom allowed each tender kissing sound to be amplified, and Toki moaned as he deepened the kiss. He 
allowed her tongue to gently enter his mouth, her hand clutching the back of his head more tightly. His hands 
roamed the girl's back, one resting just above her hip and the other finding its way back into her hair. After a 
moment they pulled away, the need to breathe becoming urgent. Toki smiled so much he thought his face 
might crack but at that moment wouldn't have cared if it did. He laced his fingers with Julie's and left the 


bathroom, grinning like mad in unison Toki was no longer nervous for the rest of his friends to meet her - at 


that very moment, he couldn't wait. 


Foreign Film 


Author's Notes: 
This has been written for a while, | just took a while to actually read back through it. | hope you all enjoy it 
and that it was worth the wait! 


Julie was led through the maze that was Mordhaus down to the TV room, where Murderface was flipping 
through channels on the flat screens that where held up by giant hooks. She wondered how they were still 
watchable being held up that way. Skwisgaar, whom she had just met, was sitting at the end of the couch 
rapidly playing scales on his guitar. She couldn't tell if he was being distant or just focused. Nathan was staring 
at the wall of DVD's, his hand tucked beneath his chin, glasses on the bridge of his nose. Pickles was on the 
other end of the couch across from the guitarist, watching the screen as Murderface flipped channels. Toki 
tightened his grip on Julie's hand and ran toward Nathan first. 


"Hey Nattans, this ams Julie. Is it okay if she watches the movies with us?" 
"Uh, yeah, | guess so. Is she your new girlfriend or something?" Nathan asked, turning to face them. 


Toki looked over at Julie, his eyes questioning. He wasn't sure if he would call her that just yet. He was 
grateful that she answered the inquiry for him. 


"Maybe one day," she said and winked at him. She extended her hand out to Nathan and he shook it, his giant 


hand engulfing her tiny one. "What movie are we going to watch?" 


"Not sure," he grumbled, hand returning to its place under his chin "Something funny; maybe a documentary. 
Have you seen this?” 


Nathan took a movie from the shelf and showed the cover to them. It appeared to be a foreign film. Julie 
didn't recognize any of the actors or their names. She and Toki shook their heads. Nathan shrugged and strode 
across the floor to the DVD player. As he made the necessary preparations for them to watch the film, Toki 
walked over to Pickles and introduced them. Pickles looked a little sick, excusing himself for not getting up to 
greet her. A few empty bottles were lying on the floor and seemed to be the cause of his illness. And lastly, 
Toki put his arm around her waist and led her to the place where Murderface was sitting. He didn't even look 


over to them as they approached. 
"Moidaface," Toki chimed. "| want you to meets my new lady friend, Julies." 
He mumbled to himself a moment before shifting his gaze to the girl. His face was hideous, unfriendly and the 


look he gave her was downright mean. She unknowingly dropped her smile and shifted toward Toki, looking away 


from the angry man. 


Toki's smile dropped too. He didn't appreciate his friend's rudeness. "Ams there somethings you would likes to 
say to her?" 


The bassist sighed, sat the remote control on the couch next to him and stood. He leaned backward, popping his 
spine a few times and rubbing his face before extending his hand to her. 


‘Itsch nicsche to meet you," he said, his tone and posture changing dramatically. "l'm William." 

Shocked, Julie reached out her hand to him. She really did expect him to be some monster just like he 
portrayed himself to be and like he was acting just a moment before. He reached his hand out, took it in his 
and kissed the top. Julie raised her other hand to her chest and blushed, smiling up at Toki. 


"| am glad you will be joining usch this evening. Pleasche, make yourschelf at home." 


He gestured to the couch and walked away, leaving a stunned Julie and an equally stunned Toki to stare at one 


another. She leaned in and made a quiet statement. 

‘Guess | was all wrong about him. | thought he was pretty well known for being a dick" 

"He normallys is ams dick. He's been acting weird lately." 

"How so?" Julie asked, taking a seat on the couch. 

Toki sat down beside her, speaking close to her ear to keep their conversation private. "He has been very 
reclusive lately, textings a lot and always goings to another rooms to talk on his dethphone. We are pretty 
sure that he ams becoming a sex addict. He ams always sayings dirtys things and laughing." 


Julie nodded, considering. "You think he is addicted to phone sex? Have any of you tried to help him?" 


Toki didn't want to tell the girl about their "No Caring About Each Other" policy but he did anyway, something 
she felt torn about. 


"| guess | understand but it just seems silly to neglect your friend like that. Maybe he's just calling those girls 


all the time because he is lonely. Maybe he needs someone to listen to him" 


Toki had never considered that before. His mind felt expanded by her comment and he made a mental note to 
check with his friend later. He didn't like the thought of his friend suffering. Nathan had always made an effort 
to check with Toki to make sure he was okay and vice versa, Pickles and Skwisgaar checked on each other, but 


no one ever made an effort to reach out to Murderface. Toki felt slightly ashamed when he thought of this. 


"Stil," Julie continued. "He is known for disliking women but was really nice to me. Quite a mystery.’ 


She cocked an eyebrow and Toki smiled. He reached for her hand and held it tight. Nathan had finally figured 
out how to switch the input on the TV and the movie came on the screen. Skwisgaar continued playing, now 
looking up at the screen instead of at the guitar. Murderface arrived a moment later with a large bowl of 
popcorn. He took a seat next to Julie and watched the screen. The girl took her glasses out of her pocket and 
put them on. The title of the film came on and everyone got quiet. Suddenly, characters filled the screen and 
spoke but no one understood. The movie seemed to be in French but no one in the room spoke French. After 


about a minute, Nathan groaned loudly. 
"No subtitles..brutal." 
"Aw man, turn somethin’ else on," Pickles whined, rubbing his temples. 


"The only other thing we have that we haven't seen is a bootleg of that ‘Rock Drill! movie, and you guys know 
we can't watch that," Nathan mumbled, trying not to direct the comment at Toki but failing. 


"We can watch it, Nat'ans. It ams okay," Toki assured his friend. "I can always leaves if | don't likes it. Me and 


Julies can find something else to do." 
Nathan shrugged. "Okay, whatever." 
He replaced the DVD and went back to the couch. Murderface munched away loudly on the popcorn. 


"Hey Moidaface, do you mind? We ams tryings listen to the movies, not your eatings disorder," Skwisgaar said 
and laughed. 


William stopped, his hand raised nearly to his mouth to take another bite. He sat the bowl on the floor next to 


him and crossed his arms. 


"Cockschucker," he said loud enough for everyone to hear but no one said anything back. 


Julie looked down and away, rubbing the back on Toki's hand with her own. She looked deep in thought as the 
opening credits scrolled, not watching the screen even though she'd wanted to see the movie so badly a few 
days ago. A moment later she let go of Toki's hand and reached down, picking up the bowl and sitting it on her 
lap. Murderface and Toki watched her curiously. Rather than getting a handful, she only picked up two pieces 
at a time and chewed slowly, allowing her to eat quietly. She raised her eyebrows at Toki and continued eating 
with a smile on her face. The bassist was still watching her curiously. She leaned over and whispered 
something to him. She sat back and nodded to him. Toki watched as he carefully put his hand in the bowl, 
picked up two pieces and ate them with his mouth closed. He swallowed and looked at Julie thoughtfully. The 
two of them managed to finish the rest of the popcorn in silence. Julie had fixed the problem. 


Toki's heart swelled. He felt good knowing that the girl he really liked was so kindhearted. She understood that it 
wasn't enough to simply complain when there was a problem, it had to be fixed using the heart and the mind. 


Toki completely ignored the first gruesome murder in the film, in which a man had his chest split open with an 


ax and blood sprayed everywhere. He put his arm around Julie, holding her close and placing a tender kiss on 


her soft hair. His focus was entirely on her and he knew that the movie would not bother him this time. 


Heart to Heart, Part One 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry | went so long without updating, everyone. I\'m going to try to work on this more today and tomorrow 


and have a few faster updates :) 


Most of movie was spent with the guys loudly commenting whenever something ‘brutal’ happened. Nathan kept 
his gaze on the screen the entire time, commenting what great song titles most of the murders would make. 
Skwisgaar eventually sat his guitar next to the couch, totally enthralled in the gory scenes. Pickles passed out 
and slept soundly at the end of the couch. Murderface also seemed to enjoy the gore. He kept his knife in his 
hand during most of the movie, almost as if he meant to protect himself incase the rock drill maniac were 
going to attack him if he didn't. Toki watched most of the movie but looked away during the especially violent 
parts, turning his head toward Julie and focusing on her touch. She held the back of his head and gently 


stroked his hair or ran her fingertips gently down his arm to calm him. 


Overall, everyone enjoyed the movie. Skwisgaar shook Pickles awake when it was over and helped him get back 
to his room where he no doubt passed out again Murderface put his knife away and got out his dethphone, 
smiled and walked to his room. Nathan turned off the TV and stretched out on the couch with a book. Julie 
yawned and looked at Toki. 


"Are you sleepys?" he asked the girl, feeling quite the opposite. 


"Yeah, long day. Lots of excitement," she said, yawning again. "I think | might be ready to go to bed. Do you 


have a spare room that | can sleep in?" 

"You can sleeps in my rooms, I'll stays down here. You cans just text me if you needs anything." 
"Okay," she said and stood up. She stretched and asked, "Are you sure you don't mind?" 

"| don't mind at all, Julies," the guitarist added. "Ill walks you upstairs." 


Toki held the tired girl as the walked the many steps to his bedroom. The thought of her sleeping there 
excited him. She wasn't a groupie and he didn't treat her like one. He pulled the blankets down a bit and pointed 
to his closet. 


If you don't haves any pajamas, you can just get one of my old shirts," he told her. The thought of her 
wearing nothing but one of his t-shirts made him rock hard instantly but he hoped it was well-hidden in the 
dark room. He noticed that she had moved the overturned photos of his mother and father to the end of the 
bed. He quickly took them and put them into the closet. 


"What time do we need to get up in the morning?" Julie asked. 
"No certain time, they has to refuels the plane before we can leaves and that takes a long time." 


Julie nodded and sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing her tired eyes. "Ill just come downstairs when | get up 
then" 


Toki smiled and sat on the bed next to her, leaning in and kissing her soft lips for the second time that evening. 
The sound of her slow breathing seemed to hypnotize him. He hugged her tight and then walked toward the 
door. Something about her sitting on his bed, wearing all black and contrasting with her fair skin reminded him 
of an angel. His parents told him about angels when he was a boy. His father, a minister, told him about how 
they were the purest beings in Heaven and how they were beautiful to the eye but also holy. Julie was 
certainly beautiful and had a beautiful heart as well. She was the kind of girl Toki had always wanted to meet. 


He told her goodnight and closed the door, reminding her not to let Skwisgaar in for any reason. She agreed not 
to. He walked back down the hall and remembered the most unpleasant moments from his dating experiences. 
He shuddered when he recalled the eLadymates fiasco. Indeed, most of his dating experiences had been 
complete failures. He was like Nathan in that way. Nathan either dated women who were the complete opposite 
of him or didn't care about him the same way he did for them. Toki wondered for a long time if finding a 
girlfriend was worth the heartbreak. But things with Julie just happened so naturally and felt so right that he 
was glad he hadn't forsaken the idea altogether. 


When he got back downstairs, Nathan was still reading. When Toki removed his boots and settled down on the 
couch, the singer closed the book and removed his glasses. Nathan rubbed his eyes, also succumbing to the 
tiredness that was overtaking his body. He asked the younger man how he'd met the girl and why she was 
there. Toki was glad to tell the story and didn’t leave out any details. Nathan nearly smiled when Toki told him 
the part about giving her a ride home. Something about it seemed to give Nathan a sense of pride, almost as 
if he had imparted the knowledge to Toki somehow. The taller man nodded in approval at the end of the tale. 
"How long is she going to stay?" 


"I ams taking her back to Florida tomorrow evenings, after they finish refueling the plane." 


"You might have to wait a bit longer, it's supposed to start raining tomorrow night. We might end up keeping 


her around for a few extra days, you know, not that | mind” 

"| dont minds either," Toki added, smiling. "Do you thirk she ams pretty?" 
Nathan nodded. Toks smile widened further. 

"So are you, uh, going to sleep down here tonight?" 


"Yeps," Toki said. 


"Don't you think that's weird?" Nathan inquired. "Biggest band in the world and you're sleeping on the couch 


instead of your own bed?" 
Toki shrugged. "I think it ams gentlemanly of me; | thinks | really could be with this girl if." 
Nathan waited. "If what?" 


'If.lots of things. If we amnest famous. If we amnest known for having lots of sluts. If we amnest constantly 
touring around the world. | likes being famous but it would be hard to have a families. Do you thinks | should 
evens try to be withs her?" 


Nathan began to rub the bridge of his nose where the glasses had left two small imprints. Toki could tell he 
was deep in thought. He looked to the Gears which guarded the doorway and said, "Leave us." 


The Gears nodded and stepped swiftly out of the room, closing the doors behind them. Nathan sighed loudly 


and spoke the kindest advice Toki had ever heard, a conversation that neither of them ever spoke of again. 


"Toki, when | met Rebecca | thought | was in love. It didn't matter that she was rude to me, yelled at me or 
dragged me all over town like a pet, | loved that woman. | wanted things to work out with her and | went along 
with everything she wanted. In the end | hated not only her but myself. She loved the idea of being with me 
but had no idea who | really was. When you get to be as famous as we are its not easy to find someone who 
wants to get to know the real you. If this girl does not have your best interests at heart, take her to Florida 
and forget about her. If she sees the real you.." Nathan paused, as if choosing his next words very carefully. 
"Then don't ever let her go." 


Toki's heart flipped. Everything about Julie seemed genuine. She had ignored his celebrity the very first time 
they met. She hadn't asked for money. She hadn't even asked for a ride home. All she had ever done was enjoy 
his company and speak to him like a human being. There was no flattery, no flourish. Long after Nathan left 
him Toki stared up at the ceiling, thankful that he still had a few days to spend with the girl he was slowly 


falling in love with. 


Birth Control 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is good for a lol but gets sweet at the end :) 


Julie was awakened early the next morning to a soft knock on the door. She rubbed her eyes and slowly got up, 
wearing only one of Toki's old shirts. She hid behind the door and peeked outside. A guard, one of the 
Klokateers, stood perfectly still with his hands behind his back as he spoke to her. 

"Good morning, milady. Master Toki wants to know if you would like to have breakfast now." 

"Yes, | would. Can you show me where the kitchen is?" Julie asked, yawning afterward. 

"| can, milady. Please take your time getting ready, there is no hurry.’ 

"Thank you," she said genuinely, assuring him she would be no longer than ten minutes. 

A short while later Julie emerged, dressed in the same black shirt and worn jeans she'd had on the day before. 
She figured they were still clean so it would be okay. She brushed her hair back into a ponytail with a hair tie 
she found on Toki's dresser. She hoped it was okay to borrow it for the time being. She wasn't sure if she 
would need shoes but she put them on anyway. 

She followed the Gear down to the kitchen area where Toki was waiting for her. Nathan was sitting across 
from them at the counter. Julie wasn't sure if that was to keep his distance or to give them privacy. Their 
cook, a strange-looking patchwork of a man was hastily preparing food and humming quietly to himself. Toki's 


eyes lit up as she entered the room. 


"Good morning, Julies," he said, his eyes sparkling as he greeted her with a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. 
The girl returned the gesture with equal vigor before taking a seat. 


"Did you sleep okay?" she asked 

"Yeps, you? 

"Pretty good, your bed is really comfy. And | hope you don't mind but | borrowed one of your ponytail holders" 
Toki shook his head. "Nope, | don't mind. Yous can just keeps it" 


"Thanks!" Julie said, her obvious crush and attraction to Toki no longer hidden. 


Nathan grunted from the counter, turning to the next page of the newspaper he was reading. Julie didn't want 


to seem rude and wished him a good morning. 

"Would you like to join us at the table?" She offered sweetly. 

Nathan shrugged, folding the paper and removing his glasses. Julie took note of how much nicer his glasses 
were than hers. The singer said nothing, clearly at a loss for words about what to say to the girl. Toki was 
staring at her with complete adoration. 

Jean-Pierre asked Julie what she wanted to drink. 


"Orange juice, please." 


"That's exactlys what | was going to gets!" Toki exclaimed, throwing his arms in the air like a little kid. Julie 
smiled and laughed. 


"Uh, | guess I'll have the same," Nathan stammered, shifting the salt and pepper shakers around with one hand. 
"So," Julie began, hoping to break the uncomfortable silence. "What are you doing today?" 

Nathan was so fixated on the table that he didn't realize she was speaking to him. The chef brought the trio 
their drinks. Julie took a pack of pills from her pocket and popped one through the plastic, taking it with her 
first sip of orange juice. Just as Nathan realized that she was speaking to him but before he could answer, 
Toki spoke up. 


"What ams that pill you are taking?" 


The darker haired man looked at the pack before Julie had a chance to put them back in her pocket. He knew 
what they were. A pack of 28 pills, three rows of yellow and one white. 


"Uh, Toki, you know what kind of pills those are. Let's not embarrass her." 

Toki looked at Nathan, his typical wide-eyed curiosity not yet registering what he was talking about. 
"L ams not embarrassing her, | just wants to know what the pills are for." 

Julie cracked a smile as Nathan tried to be tactful. 

"Maybe you should, uh, not worry about it. If she wants you to know she'll tell you sometime later. 
"But | wants to knows now! Julie, what ams your pills for? You don't need to be embarrassed." 


"Speaking of embarrassed." Nathan began then slowly sunk his head into his hands. 


Julie turned around and saw Pickles standing in the doorway, a mostly empty bottle of booze in his hand, clad 


only in his underwear. 


"Oh my goodness!" Julie cried and covered her face with her hands. Nathan sighed loudly and announced he 
wanted his breakfast sent to his room before walking out. 


"Pickle, get out of here! | don't wants my girlfriend seeings your ding-dong!" Toki yelled, then realized what he 


had said. Julie turned to him with a look of pleasant surprise on her face. 
"Did..did you just call me your girlfriend?" she asked, her shocked face slowly turning into a happy one. 


Blush crept up Toki's cheeks as he found himself unable to explain himself so he just said, "Would it be okay if 
| ams callings you that?" 


Julie wondered how long such a title would last but the truth was she really liked Toki. She really did want to 
be his girlfriend Maybe they would only see each other for a few days. Still, the girl doubted he handed out 
that title freely and nodded as she felt her heart swelling. 


Toki's smile nearly illuminated the room but it didn't change the fact that his drummer was standing in the 
doorway of the kitchen in only his tighty-whiteys. He called to one of the Gears to bring he and Julie their 
breakfast to the outside picnic area. Hand in hand, the pair walked past the redhead, the guitarists glare 
cutting him as they passed. 


Heart to Heart, Part Two 


Author's Notes: 
Out of character? Sure. But it will touch your heart :) 


They settled at the picnic area. Julie sat on top of the table and Toki stood in front of her, drawing her into a 
passionate kiss. Her lips felt so soft that Toki felt he might crush them with the force of his kisses but she 
returned them with equal passion. Fingers tangled in hair and her legs were soon wrapped around his waist. He 
was beginning to lean her back onto the table when she broke the kiss. 

"We should probably wait until after breakfast," she panted, winking. 

Toki chuckled and agreed, sitting beside her on the tabletop. Julie sighed serenely and placed her hand on his. 
His thumb caressed the back of her hand. She took in the beautiful sights of the yard which surrounded 
Mordhaus. Everything in the house was the epitome of metal but the outdoors was just the opposite. There 
were flowers, trees, grass, a picnic table, a grill and there were lots of dragonflies and butterflies. 

"Do you likes it here?" Toki asked. 

"Very much," she answered truthfully. "It's so peaceful and quiet. | wish | had a yard like this at my house.” 
Toki nodded. A moment of silence followed before the girl asked a question 

"Do you really not know what | was taking that pill for?" 

Toki shook his head. 

"Those are my birth control pills," the girl explained. 

"What ams they for?" 

"Well," Julie explained patiently, as if speaking to a child. "I take them so, incase | have sex, | won't have a baby.’ 
"You don'ts wants kids?" 

"Well, not right now. I'd like to finish college first. Do you have any kids?" she asked. 


"No," he answered. "But I'd likes to haves kids one day. A boys and a goils." 


Julie grinned. Toki liked the fact that they were talking about future plans. He'd always found it pleasant to talk 


about hopes and dreams. They continued to talk until two Gears arrived with their breakfasts. They ate slowly, 
talking about their plans. Toki talked about wanting to buy a house in Norway at some point. Julie agreed to 
housesit for him so that she could finish school there and get her degree. The girl talked about wanting to 
learn more Norwegian before going back there and Toki wholeheartedly agreed to help. After breakfast had 


been eaten and the dishes cleared away, the guitarist asked her if she wanted to go for a run. 


"I think I'll pass, I'm still a little jet-lagged. But I'd love to sit here at the table while you do, it's a lot more 


peaceful than it is in the house." 


Flashes of Pickles in his underwear shot through Toki's mind and he agreed that it would be best for her to 
stay outside. He completed one lap before he noticed Murderface walking out the back door. There was a tiny 
pang of jealousy in his chest until Julie smiled at his and waved. Toki blew her a kiss, causing the bassist to roll 
his eyes and lower his head in his hands. 


"May | schit down with you?" he asked politely. Julie agreed, scooting over to give him more room. "Lovely day, 


ischn't it?" 


Julie was taken aback by his manners, ones she never knew he had. He had always come across as being so 
crass and rude but apparently there was a side of him that not many people knew about. He pulled a small 


block of wood from his pocket and took out his knife. 
"What are you doing?" Julie questioned. 


"| like to carve thingsch out of wood, it'sch a hobby of mine. | feel like | alwaysch do better when | do it 


outside." 
| see," she said, watching him. 
"How long are you going to be schtaying?" 


Julie rubbed her hands together absentmindedly. "I'm not sure. Maybe another day or two, Toki didn't say for 


sure.” 


William grumbled something under his breath. An awkward silence followed. She kept thinking he was going to 
speak to her but he said nothing. He opened his mouth, licked his lips and then kept whittling. He closed his 
eyes, put the knife on the table and rubbed his forehead. Toki made another pass around the table. When he 
passed, Julie noticed the scars on his back. She felt numb, wondering who could have inflicted the painful 
injuries she saw on him. Murderface made sure Toki was out of hearing distance and quietly made his wish 


known to the girl. 


Lischten, | know we don't know each other but | could really usche some advishce," he said, a hint of 


desperation in his voice. "| can't talk to the guysch about this kind of thing.” 


A million thoughts ran through Julie's mind but the sad tone in his voice made her willingness to help 


overcome her fear. 

"If | can help, I'd be happy to," she said after taking a moment to reflect. 

He wasted no time telling her about his problem. "A few monthsch ago, | schtarted talking to thisch girl. When | 
firscht met her | thought sche juscht wanted a one-night schtand but the more we talked the more | 
realizched | liked her. Sche's scho schweet and funny and sche likes me for who | am. We texcht and talk on 
the phone a lot. I've kind of kept it a schecret from the guysch. They all think I'm having phone schex but I'm 


not. I've never had schex with this girl. | want to but..you know." 


"So why haven't you?" Julie asked awkwardly, not sure how to handle the outpouring of emotion from the 


bassist. She kept her eyes on Toki as he ran. William's eyes were not focused on anything in particular. 


"I think thisch could be the real thing. | think | really love thisch woman but I'm not schure if | schould schay 


anything to her about it. | haven't loved anyone in a very long time and | don't want to schrew up." 

Julie wondered what all the other fans would think if they saw this very un-metal side of Murderface. She 
was certain most of them would laugh it off. On the other hand, she felt quite the contrary. The girl was 
fascinated by his feelings. Her only concern was giving him the right advice. She knew Toki would understand 
but would the others? Julie pondered a moment before asking a simple question. 

"Do you think she feels the same way?" 

William sighed. "I think scho." 

"You say she talks to you all the time and texts you a lot; that's a good sign," she assured him. "Without 
hearing the both of you talking together | wouldn't be able to say for sure but | really think you should let 
her know how you feel. What have you got to lose?" 

William sighed again. "My pride?" 


Easily replaced - you're rich," Julie said, half kidding. 


The comment gave him a small laugh but he quickly regained his serious composure. "What will the guysch 


think?" 
"Who cares what they think?" 
William lifted his eyebrows and shrugged. "Good point." 


If you want my opinion, | say tell her. In person, if possible.” 


They exchanged a smile before Toki finished his run, jogging over to see what they were talking about. 
"Hey," Murderface said as Toki wiped away his sweat from forehead with the bottom of his shirt 
"Hey Moidaface, hey Julies," he answered. 

"What else did you want to do today?" Julie asked 


"I haves a few ideas, let me gets a shower and I'll tells you all about it," Toki said and turned toward the house. 
"Did you just wants to wait out here for me?" 


Julie turned to William who was already back to whittling again. He appeared to be finished talking but Julie 
didn't really want to go back inside on such a beautiful day or risk running into Pickles again. She nodded. 


"Okays, I'll have the Gears send you out somethings to drink. | amnest ever taking long in the shower." 
Once Toki has disappeared from sight, William turned to Julie. 

“Thanksch for lischtening, it was ricshe to have schomone to talk to." 

He mustered something close to a smile and Julie smiled back. "You're welcome." 


"You wanna know schomething? We all lived together long before we were famousch and schome thingsch have 


never changed. Schwkischgaar has alwaysch been a dick to me but I'm schtill schorry you had to hear it” 
"IFs okay," she replied, unsure where his comment was coming from. 
"We're all kind of dicksch schometimes, but Toki isch the bescht of us," he said. 


After a few moments of silence Julie cleared her throat and voiced a concern of her own. "I need to ask you 
something and | want you to be honest. There are always lots of girls around, and..l guess | just need to know 
if | should just enjoy the time | have until | get home or if there is really a chance at having anything real 
with him" 


Murderface nodded and shuffled his feet on the ground for a minute, thinking about his answer. "Ill give you a 
piecshe of advische," he started, then took another pause. "You scheem like a nische girl and | really think Toki 
likes you. I've been around long enough to know that you can't trust the girlsch that hang out at schowsch but 
they aren't really the onesch you need to trust. If you trust Toki enough to leave them alone, then you can 
have a relationschip with him. If you don't trust Toki, then there ischn't a point in taking this any further. If he 
tellsch you that he only wants to be with you and you believe him, you'll just have to rely on that trust. I'm 


not schaying it'sch easchy, but no relationschip works without trust." 


Julie was plunged deep in thought long after Murderface went back in the house. She shrugged off the heavy 


feeling she was having when Toki approached her, a huge smile on his face. There was no real point in worrying 
about the future at that moment. For now, there was complete contentment. 


Open For Business 
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"I have a surprise for you," Toki said, kissing Julie on the shoulder. 

They had been lying in his bed for the last hour, talking about their childhoods. Julie's was fairly typical, Toki's 
was overly sad. He explained about where the scars on his back came from. Unseen tears pricked her eyes as 
she imagined Toki as a scared little boy, being abused and beaten. He talked about it with such an even tone. 
The girl figured he must have talked about it to a therapist at some point and had moved past it. Julie asked 
if she could see the scars more closely. 


Toki sighed reluctantly. "But it ams..uglies." 


Julie understood that he did not want to show her and quickly dropped the subject. She didn't want to make 


him feel uncomfortable, not after such a relaxing hour. She rolled over and kissed his forehead. 
"What's the surprise?" 

"It wouldn'ts be a surprise if | told you," Toki chided 

"So when am | going to find out what it is?" The girl asked, folding one of her arms under her head, 
"You'll just haves to trust me," he said with a shrug. 


Julie was reminded of her conversation with William a short while ago. Trust. She really wanted to trust Toki. 


She matched his gesture by shrugging as well 

"Okay then, | guess I'll have to trust you to bring the surprise to me whenever you're ready.” 
"We have to leaves Mordhaus to get it," he explained. 

Julie pretended to whine, pulling a pillow over her face. "But I'm so comfortable!" 

"We can comes back in a few hours and get back in the beds, | promise." 

Julie moved the pillow slightly off of her face and looked at him with one eye. 


"You do trusts me, right?" 


The girl nodded and tossed the pillow aside. She swung her legs off the side of the bed and put her shoes back 


on. 
"Do | need to bring anything?" 


Toki shook his head. They walked out to the garage and got in the car that was waiting to take them to their 


destination. 


The pair sat in the back. The backseat of the expensive car was luxurious. It had its own, well, everything. 
There were knobs to adjust the AC and the heat, a mini-fridge, a full sound system and lots of other things 
she had never seen in a car. Toki's full attention was on the girl, even though her attention was turned to her 
new surroundings and their destination. Julie saw that they were heading toward a large building but couldn't 


tell what it was. Part of her trust was not asking what the building was used for. 
"Ams you excited?" the guitarist asked, his childlike excitement present in his voice. 
"Very!" Julie affirmed. 


The parking lot was mostly empty. Her eyes scanned the building for a sign and when she found one, she read 


it out loud. 
"Central Square Shopping Center. Cool!" 


| hoped you would like goings shopping with me! There ams all kinds of shops here. My favorites ams the 


music shop!" 


The car pulled to a stop right in front of the doors. A Gear got out and opened the door for them. Julie's 
heart raced. Toki ran to the door to open it. He pulled a few times, only to find it locked. He tried the other 
ones. Also locked. Julie stood next to the door to the far left and read the sign. 


"Says here that the mall closes at 6PM on Sunday. It's 6:05. | guess we'll have to come back another day.” 


Toki put his hand beneath his chin for a moment. "Julies, would you mind waitings in the car for a minutes? | 


needs to make a phone call." 


Without thinking much about it, the girl did as she was asked. She turned on the stereo and flipped through 
some of the local radio stations, occasionally looking out the window to see what Toki was doing. He was pacing 
the sidewalk, a very concentrated look on his face. It appeared to be something about the band, or at least 
something equally important. Toki put his phone away and looked bored for a moment, perhaps waiting for 


someone to call him back. He looked around impatiently. Now Julie's curiosity was really piqued. 


A moment later, a well-dressed man unlocked the door and motioned for Toki to come inside. Toki smiled and 


made the same motion to Julie. She tried to unfurrow her brow as she exited the car. 
"What's going on?" she asked, truly puzzled. 


"| calleds the Robot and he asked the malls manager if we could comes in and shops after hours and he saids 
we could," Toki responded, a proud smile on his face. "All the stores will be unlocked. All we have to do is leave 
tags for the stuffs we want with the manager. He has all of our credits card information on file. We'll be the 


only peoples herel!" 

Julie was sure she had an awful look on her face, a mixture of shock and disbelief, but she couldn't manage to 
hide it. A phone call was all it took to be able to go to a closed mall and buy whatever she wanted without 
other people bothering them or hounding her boyfriend for autographs. She wandered toward the sign at the 
entrance to see what stores were there when Toki walked up behind her, putting his arms around her waist 
and kissing the top of her head. Her odd look quickly morphed into a smile. 

"Do you likes your surprise?” 


She turned slowly and placed a full kiss on his smiling lips. 


"You have no ideal" 


Private Concert 


Author's Notes: 
The next two chapters are going to happen in quick succession. The beginning of the drama | keep talking about 
starts here and is going to continue for a while so hang on tight! 


An hour later, Toki and Julie were pacing the upper floor of the mall. Julie's hands were wrapped around Toki's 
forearm. It was amazing to be able to walk around the building completely alone. It was so quiet. Their 
footsteps barely made a sound in the narrow walkway. They had already been to each of the store that sold 
band shirts. Toki asked Julie about going to the lingerie shops but she declined with a blush-laden smile. 


It wasn't that she didn't want to; just the opposite. She needed new bras and underwear more than anything 
else but didn't want to seem like she was being too forward. She knew the temptation to get Toki into one of 
the dressing rooms with her would be too great and simply told him “another time." That didn't stop the girl 
from window-shopping though, looking at the beautiful lace panties and bras the mannequins were wearing. 
Julie looked behind them. There were a few Gears walking behind them, keeping a distance great enough that 
Julie still felt at ease talking to Toki, even about personal things. The security also carried their bags, which 
weren't many. The guitarist had offered to buy Julie some new clothes and the girl needed minimal convincing 
to allow it. She only ended up with one bag for herself and Toki had two. They picked the same kinds of things: 


black band shirts, jeans and boots. Julie couldn't wait to wash and wear the new clothes. 


As they walked, Toki thought of a question to ask her. "What ams you goings to do when you gets back to 


Florida?" 

Julie pondered a moment, pulling herself from her dream-like state and back to some semblance of reality. 
"Well, my goal is to get a job, save some money and go back to school to finish my degree. | hope | can get an 
apartment there. | got used to living away from home and | liked having my own space, you know?" 

Toki nodded. "You knows, one of our producers lives in Florida. | bet he could helps you find a place." 

As it turned out, the producer in question lived about thirty minutes from where Julie's family lived. 

"| coulds sees if he would helps you, he has lots of connections," Toki assured her. 

"That would be cool," Julie replied. She was unused to someone wanting to help her so much..she liked it. 


"What kinds of jobs would you like to get?" he continued. 


“Something quiet, like working at a bookstore or something. There are a lot of bookstores near my home. I'd like 


to think I'm qualified to work in one of them," she answered. 
"Sounds good," Toki said then exclaimed, "Look! There ams the music store! Oh, wowee!" 


He broke away from the girl and ran to the entrance. He rounded the corner into the store and had a guitar 
slung over his shoulder before she was able to catch up to him. Toki hastily plugged a cable from one of the 
amps into the guitar and played a chord, quickly gauging how much it needed to be turned up before playing 
another. The worker behind the counter started screeching about how he couldn't believe Toki from Dethklok 
was in his store playing guitar. Julie wanted to laugh but knew that most fans probably reacted this way. So 
many of their fans were just so animated that it was hard to take them seriously. Toki was clearly unphasea, 


tongue poised between his teeth as he concentrated on tuning the strings. 
"What song would you likes to hear?" he asked. 


Julie's mind was overwhelmed. Every song in the Dethklok catalogue went through her mind but seemed to 
disappear the moment she opened her mouth. She stood dumbfounded for a moment before Toki offered a 
suggestion. 


"Hows about ‘Thunderhorse?" 


"Sure, that would be great!" she replied, crossing her arms in front of her chest as she waited for him to 


begin. 
"Just pretends you hear Pickle drumming," Toki joked and played the opening chord. 


His fingers flew so quickly that she couldn't imagine how Skwisgaar could play any faster. It was a proven fact 
that the Swede could play faster than the Norwegian (or any other guitarist in the world as well) but it was 
quite impressive nonetheless. Watching him play was even more enjoyable than the music itself, and she 
couldn't stop herself from grinning like a fool. Toki's usual happy face was replaced for the moment with a 
very serious one, as if he were not only concentrating but playing as if his life depended on it. Julie knew that 
music was Toki's livelihood but now, upon looking at the way his entire being was engaged in the song, she knew 


it was also his passion and his love. 


Julie watched as he continued to play, letting the music envelope her heart and mind. Much to her happiness 
he played the entire song, even breaking into headbanging a few times as he went. He finished the song and 
raised his pick in the air, his stone-faced trance ending when the last notes faded out. Julie clapped ecstatically 
and shouted, pretending she was at a real show. Toki looked at her, a dusting of blush across his smiling face. 
Julie was enamored by his seeming shyness of playing for such a small crowd. She tuned out the annoying 


overexcitement of the man behind the counter. 
"That was great!" the girl squealed. "I've always loved that song." 


"Thank yous," Toki said bashfully, absent-mindedly finger-combing his hair. 


Toki sat the guitar aside and picked her up, swinging her around once and holding her tightly when he sat her 
down The smile they exchanged made his heart race. He wanted to kiss her but it was kind of awkward with 
the employee still yelling at the top of his lungs about how Dethklok ruled. Julie didn't care. She leaned up and 
kissed him just the same. Toki pulled back a moment later and suggested that they continue in the car. The 
entire ride back to Mordhaus was spent making out. Toki pulled Julie into his lap and they kissed passionately, 
allowing their hands to roam free. Toki loved the feeling of Julie's breasts and enjoying their natural softness. 
All too often the ones he touched were fake, the product of women doing their best to be attention whores or 


band sluts. Julie melted into Toki's touches, her own hands finding their way up his shirt. 


The guitarist made sure to tell the Gears to take the clothes they bought and have them laundered, folded 
and returned to his room by the end of the day. He and Julie nearly ran to Toki's room where their session 
continued uninterrupted for about an hour. Just as things were really starting to heat up, a knock at the door 
interrupted them. Hesitantly, Toki pried himself off of the girl and walked to the door, taking a moment to 
adjust before opening it. 


"What you want, Pickle?" Toki whispered. "Can't you sees l'm occuspied with my lady friend right now?" 

"IFs important, dude. We have a meeting in like, twenty minutes. Just be sure you aren't late to this one," the 
drummer told him before walking away. Something about the way Pickles was acting, very serious and straight 
forward, concerned Toki a bit. Reluctantly, Toki sat on the edge of the bed and put his hand on Julie's side. 

| haves to go to a bands meeting now," he told her, followed by a heavy sigh. "| hates bands meetings." 

"Is it okay if | wait for you outside? It's really pretty out today. You can just come get me when you're done.” 
Toki helped her to her feet and kissed the top of her head. "Yeps, I'll walks you out” 

Julie caught a few glances at Toki as she walked. She could tell that something was making him uneasy. As 


much as she was enjoying her time with him she knew it had to end soon. She made up her mind, as soon as 


he left her sight, to take a nice long walk to calm her raging thoughts. 


Tough Questions, Honest Answers 


Author's Notes: 
The calm before the storm... 


Breakfast was far more pleasant the next morning. Pickles was actually dressed and sober. Afterward Toki 
went for a jog, Julie watched and Murderface talked to her again for a while. The bassist had exchanged 
numbers with the girl, explaining it was purely for when he "needed advice." Julie laughed off the seriousness 
of his tone, telling him he could text or call her whenever he liked. Friendship, she assured him, needed no 
formal occasion. The two lay in Toki's bed in the early afternoon. He had been a bit quieter than usual and it 


didn't take long for him to explain why. 


'|.has to takes you back to Florida today, then | has to fly back for a few tour dates," he said softly. "I ams 


not wantings you to leave." 


He pulled her closer and held her tightly, nuzzling his face in her hair. She let him hold her for a few minutes 
then turned over, staring into his soulful eyes in the darkness. Something about the dim lighting made him look 
more like a man. So often Toki looked like a big kid 


| don't want to leave either, Toki," she told him, caressing the side of his cheek with her thumb. She decided 
to go with her heart and ask a tough question. She allowed herself no time to think about it, knowing she would 
back down if she did. "Can we keep in touch?" 


Toki blinked "Whats do you mean?" 
"Can we still text and talk after | leave?" 


"Julies," he began slowly. Julie's heart raced. "You ams my girlfriend, | will be callings you everyday. | will being 


missings you so much." 


She exhaled silently as relief washed over her. "I'll miss you, too. | just wasn't sure how much we'll be able to 


see each other." 


Toki reached for her hand, grasping it firmly in both of his before kissing it and placing it on his chest. "| want 
to sees you as much as | can. | can keeps you up to dates about our touring and | can call you anywhere | 
haves a signal. You can texts me whenever you likes. We can sends each others pictures too. Is that whats 


you wants, too?" 


Julie nodded and leaned in to kiss him. It was supposed to only be a peck on the lips but Toki opened his mouth 
and kissed her deeply, as if he were trying to drink her in. It had been a very long time since he had cared so 


much for someone and thought of anything aside from music. She was surprised at first but returned the 
kiss with equal vigor. The two spent the next few hours alternating between kissing and talking until it was time 
to leave. Julie called her parents and told them to pick her up at the airport and that she would explain 
everything once she got there. 


Toki held her during the short plane ride to the airport in Florida. He gently shook her shoulder just before 
landing to wake her up. They exchanged a long hug and kiss before she stepped off the plane. Julie asked Toki 
to meet her family but he declined, saying for the moment that he felt too shy. 


Julie texted when she got home like she had promised. They wished each other goodnight shortly afterward. 
The next morning, a text was waiting for her that said the producer he'd mentioned would be picking her up 
for lunch around noon to talk to her about getting a job and an apartment. Toki also mentioned that he would 
be busy packing for the road but would be in touch with her later in the day. The lunch meeting went well. 
The producer, Vince, said she could use him as a reference on her job applications and gave her a business 
card. He also said he knew a lot of the property managers in the area and could help her look for an 
apartment. As much as Julie wanted to do these things herself she knew she wouldn't likely find someone this 
willing to help her any more than this and agreed. 


Toki was true to his word, texting her as often as he could and calling and least twice a day. Most of the time 
he sounded very busy and there was a lot of background noise but his tone was sincere and his focus entirely 
on her. Julie was always excited to hear from him, enjoying hearing about the different cities he was travelling 
to. They were doing three shows that week and four the next and then he would have a short break He told 
her he would fly out to meet her the night after the last show. Julie's heart raced at the news. She couldn't 
wait to see Toki again. She thought at first that he would forget about her the moment she left but she was 


never more relieved that she was wrong. 


Julie applied to each of the bookstores in her area and heard back from two of them, one of which offering 
the hours she was looking for. Toki was overjoyed for her when he found out, telling her he wanted to visit 
the store when he was in town. Her job mostly consisted of stocking shelves and keeping merchandise in order. 
She wouldn't be making too much money but it would be enough. At the end of the month, she would have 


enough money to get a small place of her own. 


Julie had four days of training the week Toki would be coming to see her and she was glad. She had been 
unable to stay focused and needed something to keep her mind busy. Work seemed to crawl by but it was 
better than doing nothing. She liked her new job; the quiet atmosphere was soothing. By the time Friday rolled 
around Julie was pacing the floor with excitement. Her boyfriend was going to send a car to pick her up and 
bring her to meet him but he wouldn't tell her where. She dressed in the new clothes he had bought for her 


on their mall excursion and bided her time until the car arrived. 


She was only driven a short distance but noticed that she was someplace she had never been before: the 
Lakeside Hilton. The driver gave her a room number. Julie ran up the steps, her heart racing, too impatient to 
take the elevator. Before her fist even made contact with the door it was opened and she was swept into her 


boyfriend's waiting arms. They laughed as he pulled her into the room, swinging her around once before 


crushing her mouth with his own. 
| has been missings you so much!" he exclaimed, his blue eyes alight with pure joy. 


| missed you too, its been a long couple of weeks," Julie returned, kissing him and holding him tightly. "How 


long are you in town?" 


"Two days, then | has an outdoor festivals to go to, then llls be back. Maybes | can come see you agains next 
week?" 


Toki moved the two of them over to the bed. He was lying on his back, holding her close on top of him. She sat 
up to better look at him as they talked. 


"Where is the festival?" Julie inquired. 
"Germanys," he answered. 

"Wow! | wish | could go with you." 
"You can if you want." 


Julie's excitement died a moment after it happened. "l..have to work. | have a job now and | need to keep saving 


to get my own place.” 

Toki sighed. "Maybes next time. We ams always flying to Europe for festivals so you'll be ables to go soon" 
"Okay," Julie agreed, trying to get the thought out of her head for the time being. She really wanted to go and 
dwelling on it just made her heart ache. Toki kept his hands on her hips, caressing them lightly through her 
jeans. He had noticed that her face dropped and her mind was wandering. He squeezed her hips to return her 


attention to him. 


"You ams looking very sexy Today," he told her, allowing his voice to drop an octave as he did so. Her focus 


was returned to him, as was her smile 
"Thanks to you. These are the clothes you bought me 

"| knows, and they ams sexy on you! 

"You know what looks sexy on you?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow momentarily. Toki shook his head 


"This," she said, pulling at his shirt. He sat up and let her remove it. Julie ran her nimble fingers along his abs 
and impressively flat stomach. "This looks really good on you." 


Toki blushed but maintained eye contact. "It would looks sexy on you Too.” 


A moment later, Julie's shirt was also gone. Toki took in the sight of how her bra perfectly accented the girl's 
breasts and he found himself unable to concentrate on anything other than giving her pleasure. He pulled her 
back down to him with one arm and squeezed her breast with the other, causing her to moan into his mouth. 
A moment later he was pulling her bra down, his mouth eager to suck her light pink nipples. Julie's moans 
increased and her fingers quickly unclasped the bra before tossing it aside. She threaded her fingers in Toki's 
hair, pulling his face closer to her chest and giving silent permission for him to continue faster and more 
aggressively. His girlfriend's actions and sounds encouraged him to go further, and he flipped her onto her back. 
His hands couldn't work to get her jeans off fast enough. She tried to help which only added to the confusion 
Their hands tangled around each other and they couldn't seem to work together to unbutton then. A moment 
later, they both stopped and began laughing. 


Soon their laughter turned into a few tears of happiness. Toki pulled himself up and laid his head on her 
shoulder. Julie held him tightly until her laughter faded into thoughtful silence. She ran her hands through his 
hair and his breathing slowed. He settled his head on her breasts and breathed her sweet smell in and out, 
completely relaxed but afraid to fall asleep. A silly, childlike fear told him that if he fell asleep that she would 
be gone when he woke up. Toki ran his rough fingers up and down her arm and side. He knew he didn't have to 
say what he was about to tell her, but took a deep breath and did so anyway. 

‘| guess it ams good that we stopped, | ams wantings to take things slow." 

"Me too," Julie responded. "I don't want you to think of me as...” 

"As what?" 


"Just another girl" 


"But you amnest just another goil, and that ams why | wants to wait," Toki said honorably, but quickly added, 


"But nots too much longer. You ams a really hot goil." 
Julie laughed. Toki was smiling up at her. He was worth waiting for just as much as she was. 


"So, what would you like to do now? Get dinner?" she asked, sitting up in bed a little and moving so that he 


could look at her. 

"In a little whiles; maybes we coulds just talk" 

"You..want to hear about my new job?" 

Toki nodded. Julie explained all about her new job. Toki watched her with unfading interest as she talked 


"Wowee! That job sounds great!" he exclaimed. "I wants to come to the bookstores sometime!” 


"I'd like that," she said with a smile. "I'd love to show you off to my co-workers, even if you have to wear 


your disguise hat!" 
After a short pause, Toki asked a question His tone was slightly more serious. 
“Julies..ams you a virgin?" 


Julie felt her eyes widen She was more taken aback by the randomness of the question than the actual 


question itself. 

"Um, no Toki, I'm not," she answered truthfully. "Are you?" 

Julie immediately wanted to hit her head against the wall a few hundred times. Of course he wasn't a virgin. 
Until recently he'd probably had sex with a different girl every day of the year. Nevertheless, he answered 
her question with equal seriousness. 

"Nopes. But | probably amnest with as many goils as you think" 


"Really?" 


"Yeps, less than ten. Two of them was my goilfriends, the others was just sluts and | was drinkings too much. 
Mostly | just settles for blow jobs. But | amnest with any goils since | ams gettings togethers with you." 


Julie grinned. Her heart leapt. Exclusivity was always a good sign. She was happy to wait for him.. 


„but also knew it wouldn't be a long wait. 


Chattin\' and Textin\: 
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As busy as Julie was over the next week, it seemed like the longest week of her life. Despite working three 
open-to-close shifts at her job and moving into an apartment of her own, the minutes seemed to crawl by. 
She was texting Toki non-stop and he was answering her back just as frequently. Her heart longed to be with 
him and the feeling was mutual. He promised to send her a package of stuff from the festival they were 
attending. Julie sent him her new address and a few pictures of her apartment. Toki sent her pictures of the 
festival and the plane ride there, which included a few of Murderface sleeping that had Julie in stitches. 


Early Monday morning, a few days before Toki supposed to come over, he texted her that they were going to 
have to reschedule. Charles had booked them to do a morning show to promote the newest line of Duncan Hills 
coffee to make up for some of the money they had lost the company from the "accidental" deaths at their 
last show. She texted back that that was fine and asked when he would be able to stop by. He responded that 
it would be a week from Wednesday. Julie counted; nine days. She assured him it was okay and even sent a 
smiley face emoticon. He sent one back and thanked her for being so understanding. She sat her phone on the 
table and shed a few tears. Julie felt silly until she received another text from Toki saying he felt the same 


way. 
"| feel sillys for missings you so much," the text read 
"Then | must be silly too," she responded. 
‘Love ams a sillys thing," he texted back 


Julie dried her eyes and finished her coffee, heading to work with a heavy heart and a confidence smile. She 
put on a brave face for the world. She turned on her mp3 player as she walked to work. The first song that 
played was a Dethklok song. She was grateful that the rainstorm the news had promised had arrived. It did a 
good job of hiding her tears. 


The week crawled by. Julie felt like there was a weight on her chest that got slower with each breath. She 
was off the day of the interview Toki told her about and looked forward to watching it. The girl sat on her 
couch, curled up her feet and turned on the TV. She flipped through the channels for a bit to kill the last few 


minutes before the talk show was scheduled to start. Julie heard her automatic coffee maker go off and 


eagerly poured herself a cup. The corny talk show music made her jog back into the living room, adjusting her 


glasses as she sat down a second time. 


The talk show, "Chattin' with Rhonda and Dean," was horrible. They were both dressed in bad dress clothes 
from the 80's with equally tasteless hair to match. They both laughed at their own lame jokes as did the TV 
audience, which could have just as easily been a laugh track it was so phony. The hosts went on and on about 
blogs, though Julie was fairly certain neither of them knew what a blog was. They blathered about PG 
activities with their families and plugged lame, useless products. Rhonda announced that Dethklok would be on 
after the break and Julie's heart raced. Even though it wouldn't be in person, she was happy to get to see him 
live, as the moment was happening. 


"And we're back!" Dean announced, flashing his fake, white teeth. "Our first guests today are the biggest band 
in the world! They've written songs such as ‘Thunderhorse' and ‘Murmaider: Please join me in giving a big 
round of applause to Dethklok!" 

The guys walked out from behind the curtain awkwardly as the audience cheered. The cheering sounded very 
routine, indicating to Julie that no actual fans of the band were there. Toki looked tired, like he hadn't been 
sleeping well. Murderface looked ticked off and kept his arm at his side, hand where Julie knew his knife was 
placed in his pocket. Pickles staggered and had to grab Skwisgaar's arm to steady himself, much to the disdain 
of the Swede. Nathan was leading the pack, looking uncomfortable and his grumbling could be heard on the 
microphone attached to his shirt. 

"Hi, welcome!" Rhonda said as she shook hands with each of them. "It's so great to have you here today!" 


The applause immediately stopped, almost confirming Julie's suspicion that it was, in fact, a laugh track. 


"Wow, its so great to have you guys here!" Rhonda said, though by her distant actions she seemed a bit 


afraid of them. "So, tell us all about your new album." 


"How do you know about our new album?" Murderface hissed, both hosts dropping their smiles. Julie felt 


herself grinning. 
"Uh, well, your manager told us about it," Dean told him. "Said it's going to be a Christmas album." 


"It is going to be the most brutal, bloody and balls-out metal Christmas album of all time," Nathan growled, his 
hand clinging into a fist. 


"Ja, all other Christmas albums will be dildos compared to ours. We ams callings it ‘Metal Rats Christmases." 
"Well, we haven't exactly confirmed that yet, Skwisgaar," Pickles corrected. 


"But what do rats have to do with Christmas?" Rhonda inquired. 


"Nothing, it just sounds brutal," Nathan replied 

The talking slowly faded for Julie as she watched Toki. It looked as if his eyes were slowly drifting closed. She 
thought he looked so cute sitting there. He was dressed the same way he always was but something about his 
sleepiness made him look adorable and childlike, something Julie had always found endearing. She knew he 


wouldn't get it until after the show, but she decided to send him a text anyway. 


I'm watching you on the talk show. You look so cute! Try to get a nap later, you look like you've been up all 


night." 


A few seconds later she heard a text sound. She checked her phone. No new messages. Julie looked up at the 


screen, in complete disbelief of what happened next. 


Toki reached in his pocket and pulled out his dethphone. Both hosts were visibly upset at him for doing so and 
were distracted from there questioning of the band momentarily. 


"I just gots a text from my girlfriend! Oh, wowee!" Toki said, his face beaming. 


Skwisgaar's hand shot over his eyes, covering them as he shook his head. Murderface looked over with slight 


interest and decided to make light of the situation, his boredom clearly getting the better of him. 
"Tell her | schaid hi," the bassist told him. 

"You have a girlfriend?" Dean asked, shifting the line of questioning. 

"Yeps, her name ams Julies!" Toki announced proudly. 


"Oh my goshlll" Julie gasped into the silence of her apartment. She couldn't believe Toki has just talked about 
her on live TV. Both hands covered her smile as she watched the rest of the interview intently. 


"How long have you two been together?" Rhonda asked. 
"About a months. She ams the prettiest goil in the world and she makes me very happys!" 


Julie heard herself make some sort of high-pitched sound, scarcely aware she was the one who made it. She 
watched as Toki began texting her back, saying aloud the exact words he was typing as he went. 


"Hi, Julies! Murderface says hil | miss you." 
"Aw, isn't that sweet?" the hostess asked as their audience collectively echoed her "aw." 


A second later, the text came through with the exact same words. Tears of excitement sprang into Julie's 


eyes. She reached beneath her glasses and wiped them away. 


"So, are any of the rest of you seeing anyone? Pickles, Nathan, Skwisgaar?" the host asked. 
"Hey, what about me?" Murderface shouted. 


Everyone laughed in unison with the exception of Julie, who knew his secret. The rest of the interview was a 


generic blur about Duncan Hills. The smile on Julie's face stayed in place the remainder of the week. 


Together At Last 


Author's Notes: 
This was a really tough chapter for me to write. When | read over it | was please and | hope you are too. 


Please read and review, you know you wannal 


Wednesday had finally arrived and Julie was ecstatic. Toki texted her when the plane landed. He texted again 
when he was in the car. He texted a final time to say that he was around the corner. The girl looked out the 
window. It around IPM and very dark. Rain clouds had kept most of the day pretty dark but it had done 
nothing to dampen her spirits. Her heart began to pound as she saw a car pull up to the curb. Toki jumped out 
and ran to the entrance of her apartment building, a small carry-on suitcase in tow. Julie barely had time to 
go to her door to unlock it before he was bursting inside, his arms thrown around her and holding her close. 


They laughed in unison like children, thrilled to be together again. They pulled apart for a moment to close the 
door and lock it. Toki lifted his girlfriend and held her up, easily supporting her weight as he began kissing her. 
Though she said it without really thinking, she was still embarrassed about the first words that came out of 


her mouth. 
"You're soaking wet!" 


He was. The rain had completely drenched him as he ran through the parking lot. He looked down and couldn't 
help but smile. 


"Does it bothers you?" he asked. 


"No, not at all," Julie said, unable to stop the grin that was nearly hurting her face. "But you might want to 


change your clothes; you don't want to catch a cold” 


Toki nodded and their feverish kiss became a slow, sensual one, her tongue caressing his each time it entered 
her mouth. Her fingertips brushed the sides of his face and her thumbs touched his facial hair. A familiar, 
uncontrollable throbbing made her painfully aware of her arousal. Almost as if on cue, Toki leaned her against 
the wall and began, slowly at first and then rapidly, grinding his growing erection into her. Julie threaded her 
hands into Toki's hair, stopping only after he pulled away and muttered an ‘ouch 


I'm really sorry," Julie repented. "Your hair is such a mess right now. Can | brush it for you?" 


Toki smiled at her request and nodded, gently lowering her to the floor. He clasped her hand and she led him 
into the living room, his other hand holding his suitcase. He opened it and sifted through his things until he 
found his hair brush. The girl took it and sat on the couch. Toki sat in front of her and sighed as she started 
brushing his hair from the bottom up. After each stroke she smoothed her other hand over his soft hair. 


After the tangles were gone she kept brushing, hearing no protests from her boyfriend. Her actions calmed 
him and he didn't speak until she asked him a question. 


| never got the package you were going to send from Europe. Did they say it would take a few weeks to get 


here?" 
Toki leaned his head over into her free hand. His eyes were closed. 


"Actualys, | wanteds to sees the looks on your face when you gots them so | broughts it all with me, its in 
my bags." 


"Really?" Julie asked, stopping her brushing mid-stroke. 


Toki opened the bag and let the girl sift through her gifts. He smiled at her delight as she looked at each one. 
There were three shirts: one for the festival, one with the German flag on it and one for one of the lesser 
known bands at the festival. Also included was a pad of paper from the hotel the band stayed in. There were 
also a few chocolate bars that he said he'd picked up from a chocolatier's shop. Lastly there was an album of 
photos of Toki visiting different tourist attractions. She flipped through the pictures and laughed at how cute 
he was in each one. He leaned his head over on her knee as she looked, his eyes drifting closed. Julie closed the 


album and stroked his hair again. 


"You need to get out of those wet clothes," she said softly. "There are some clean towels in the bathroom and 


the hair dryer is under the sink" 
Toki nuzzled the side of her leg, his breathing becoming heavy. "I just..wants to sleeps." 


Julie kissed the top of his head. "Shower first, then sleep." 


Toki went into the bathroom and started undressing. He pulled his shirt off before sitting to take off his boots 
and socks. His skin was cold from the rain and the cool air in the apartment wasn't helping. He shivered, an odd 
thing for him. He wasn't used to feeling cold. Being raised in such a cold place made him quite resilient to frigid 
temperatures. He felt a bit dizzy. He stood and went over to the mirror. The guitarist looked just as tired as 
he felt, though he was pleased with how his wet hair looked. Julie had done a great job of combing it. 


The Norwegian splashed a bit of cold water on his face, feeling some of his other facial hair growing in. He had 
never been able to grow a full beard. In fact, he never quite had a full mustache either. That had been the 
reason for his current facial hair style. He wanted to shave but had forgotten his razor. As much as he 
wanted to do many things at that moment he was simply too tired Perhaps a shower would work nicely in the 
morning before he took the private jet to Seattle for their next show that evening. His chest ached when he 
couldn't be with Julie. He didn't have the heart to tell her he could only stay the night before leaving again 
Toki's plan was to tell her after they finished breakfast the next morning. The cold suddenly seemed too much 


to bear and he walked to Julie's bedroom. She was sitting on the bed examining the candy bar wrappers and 


shirts he bought for her. 


“Thanks again for these, Toki," she said softly and smiled at him. "It was really sweet of you. | missed you so 


much while you were gone." 


Julie moved the merchandise to the other side of the bed and leaned into Toki's waiting arms. "| missed you 


toos," he whispered into her hair. 


They held each other tight for a long time, the mood in the room becoming solemn. Julie was the first to let 
go. 


"You're freezing," she told him, rubbing her hands up and down his arms a few times before declaring, "l'm 


going to turn on the heat, be right back" 

Toki looked around at Julie's room. She had a full-sized bed with blue sheets and four pillows. Her dresser 
looked well-used and had a small mirror on top. Her tiny trash can had a few crumpled tissues in it. Toki 
wondered for a moment if she'd been sick. 

"Have you been feelings okay?" he asked when she reentered the room. 

"Yeah, why?" 


| sees the tissues in the trash, thoughts you might haves been feelings bad, likes a colds or somethings." 


Julie looked at the trash can and dropped her gaze for a moment. "Oh, yeah..no, I've been alright. That was just 


from... 
Her pause concerned Toki who asked, "From...2" 


"From..crying. I've really missed you. I've been lonely. I'm really glad you text me and call when you can but I've 


just been worried." 

Toki was touched but also puzzled. "Worrieds about what?" 

Julie sighed. "Do we have to talk about this right now?" 

‘If somethings ams wrong then yes, we needs to," Toki responded, his heart beginning to pound. 

"| just worry that we won't see each other enough and that you'll eventually get tired of coming all the way 


here to see me. | really want to make this work but sometimes | feel like a lot of it is out of my hands and | 


won't be able to keep you interested in me. And | really want things to work out because." 


Now she really had Toki's attention. She seemed unable to finish her thought so he boldly guessed what she 
was trying to say. 


"Because..you loves me?" 


Julie smiled and laughed nervously before nodding, her face completely red. Unable to contain his grin, Toki 


stood and hugged her tightly, lifting her off her feet and doing a spin before sitting her back down. 
'| feels the same way; | loves you too. Thats why this ams has to works out” 


The girl threw her arms around Toki once more and pulled him in for another tight hug, this one more 


thoughtful than before. Julie pulled back but kept her hands on his hips. 
"Are you staying the night?" 
Toki nodded happily. 


"Well, then you need to get out of these wet jeans. You can get a shower in the morning if you're too tired 


now. 


Before Toki had a chance to get his suitcase she shifted her hands around to the front of his pants. He felt as 
she used her fingertip to trace around the top of his jeans, tickling the hair that grew in a line below his 
bellyoutton The second time around she traced the line upward, beyond his bellybutton and over his abs, then 
back down. Toki rested his hands on her hips, his heart pounding so loud he was sure she could hear it. When 
her hand reached his jeans once more she unbuttoned them, making eye contact for a moment before 
unzipping them. Toki began gently rubbing his thumbs over her hip bones and along her sides, unable to keep 
still as she undressed him. She peeled his pants down his long legs, kneeling to pull them off as his lifted his 


feet one at a time. 


As expected, his boxers were also wet. Her eyes asked silent permission as her hands crept to the waistband, 
pulling the boxers down carefully. She kept her eyes on his until they were completely down. Her touches were 
more than enough to make Toki's cock rigid and it ached until she brought her hand to hold it. Toki had no idea 
what about her touches was so erotic but didn't question it. Her right hand stroked carefully and her left 
rested on his side. Toki let out a soft groan. He didn't know how far she intended to take this but was going to 
go with his instincts. He watched as she kissed the tip, an electric feeling shooting through his body a second 
later. Only then did she close her eyes, taking his cock into her mouth. Toki felt his head tilt back, a few low 
moans escaping his mouth as her tongue worked the underside of his shaft. He hadn't had a chance to 
masturbate in days and he knew it wouldn't take long. A few minutes after she began working his dick with her 


hand as well and he came, clutching him even closer as she swallowed. 


Toki laid down on the bed, his eyes closing as sleep threatened to overtake him. Julie curled up at his side, still 
fully clothed. She contently rested her head on his shoulder and pulled him close, listening to his breathing 


going from rapid to slow. Just as she was on the verge of sleep Toki gently brushed his lips against hers. Her 


breathing sounded loud in the quiet room, even though the storm continued to rage outside. Toki rolled his hips 
into Julie's, pulling her on top of him. She lifted her shirt and tossed it over the side of the bed, returning to 


kiss him once more with vigor. 


Toki caressed his girlfriend's back, unsnapping her bra and taking it off of her without breaking the kiss. She 
pushed her breasts against his chest, triggering his arousal again. Heat-filled minutes later, Toki flipped her 
onto her back and finished undressing her. There was a moment where neither moved, only smiled at each 
other. Something meaningful was about to take place, not an act that was simply carnal but one that neither 


would regret. 


He moved downward on the bed, kissing her neck, massaging each breast with his hands before kissing and 
licking her nipples. Julie melted beneath his touch, arching her back and molding her body to his each time he 
moved. Lying on his side, he echoed Julie's earlier movements and traced a calloused fingertip around her 
midsection, up and down and ending at the apex of her thighs. Her sex was shaved, almost as if she had known 
what was going to happen when he arrived though in truth she had no idea Toki applied pressure with one, 
then two fingers on her clit, making her moan and push her hips up to meet them. He slid his fingers up and 
down her folds, the wetness he found only encouraging him. It had been a long time since he'd done anything 
sexual with someone he really cared about. Toki leaned in and kissed her neck and breasts as he continued his 


ministrations. 


Julie was rolling her hips in small circles and had been pushing greedily into Toki's fingers. His strokes were 
expert, practiced and precise. She quickly pushed the thoughts out of her head which reminded her that he 
was only an expert because he'd had so many other girls to practice with. She trusted him when he said that 
he in fact hadn't been with many other women. Her thoughts quickly fled into ecstasy when he pushed a finger 
inside, her wetness giving him no resistance. There was no need to add another finger; he pulsed in exactly the 
right place with the right amount of pressure and she came, a loud moan filling the small room. Her tight walls 
squeezed around Toki's finger, encouraging him to repeat his actions and coaxed a few more orgasms from the 
girl. He moved up the bed to kiss her, his lips meeting hers with more vigor than before. She parted her legs, 
wrapped one around him and pulled his hips toward her as he entered. The suddenness of his entry brought a 
cry from both of them, the unbelievably amazing feeling overtaking both of their senses as he wasted no time 
in thrusting. 


The couple took none of the token time people generally spent going slow, feeling each other out and learning 
what pleased each of them best. He thrusted, she rose to meet each thrust and they kissed between groans 
and pants. It didn't take long before Julie's overwhelming wetness caused Toki to come a second time, pumping 


into her even harder than before and earning him the most satisfied moans she had given him so far. 


Toki's mind was blank, save for the sweet bliss he felt as he lay in Julie's arms. A nagging feeling in the back 


of his mind knew that he had to tell her that he had to leave again the next day. Instead, he only said: 
"Don't leaves me, Julies. | knows things ams hard right nows but please, be patients." 


His strong words snapped her into a form of reality. He meant what he said about loving her and their 


situation really had taken its toll on him as well. Julie stroked his hair softly and kissed his forehead. 
I'm not going anywhere." 


With her words Toki felt himself drifting. He pulled her closer and held her tight until sleep overtook him. 


Bad News, Good News 
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The rain had not stopped overnight. In fact, it had gotten much worse. 

Julie was up first and made breakfast, only waking Toki when it was finished. She was proud, considering that 
she never really cooked for anyone other than herself. The girl mixed up batter and made waffles in her 
waffle iron, one of the few appliances she owned. She poured a couple of glasses of orange juice and went back 
to her bedroom. 

Toki was sleeping peacefully when she woke him. She wondered if he got much sleep with touring and recording 
all the time. He woke when she kissed his cheek. Rather than get up, he pulled her in front of him and held her 
tight. 

"We ams makings de spoon," he said lazily, his accent much thicker than usual. 

Julie giggled, happily snuggling closer to him than before. She whispered, "I made breakfast." 

At that, Toki broke the short-lived embrace and sat up. He was starving. 

"What dids you makes?" 

"Just waffles." 

"Waffles? Woweel” he said and ran to the kitchen 

Julie followed. He already had a stack on his plate by the time she got there. She found a bottle of syrup and 


set it in front of him. Toki dug in, not bothering to wait for the girl to join him. Instead she was rummaging 
through her bag for something. 


"What ams you lookings for?" he asked. 


Julie held up her birth control pills and popped one through the foil. She took it with her first sip of orange 
juice. While she only ate one waffle, Toki ate six. His appetite was off the charts from all the travelling, not to 
mention the sex from the night before. After finishing his last bite he knew it was time to tell her the secret 
he'd been keeping. 


"Julies," he started. She looked at him with a sweet smile, one that was proof that she didn't know he was 
about to give her bad news. "I has to be leavings in an hour, de band ams playings a show on de west coast 


tonight. A cars will be pickings me up and takings me to the airport. I'll be back next week." 


Her smile dropped but she quickly plastered on a fake one, nodding and collecting their dishes. "I understand. 
Wish you could have stayed longer.” 


"Ja, me toos." 
"What do you want to do until then?" the girl asked. 
"Goes backs to bed for a whiles," he said, grateful that she wasn't angry. 


They cuddled in bed until the car arrived downstairs and called Toki to come down. He held her tight under the 
threshold of her door, not wanting to let go but eventually having to. He felt a tear roll down one side of his 
face and he wiped it on Julie's hair. She listened as Toki walked down the hall, his footsteps echoing until they 
were gone. The girl was thankful that a text came through on her phone a few minutes later asking if she 
could work that day. She happily agreed, wanting to keep her mind off of missing her boyfriend. Julie went back 
to her room and put on the festival shirt Toki had brought back for her. She put her uniform shirt on over it 
and got ready for work. 


Toki got out of the car at the airport and waited in the hanger for his private jet to arrive. He had chartered 
the flight so he could be alone and get some rest before the show. Toki was no stranger to airports and knew 
there were lots of things which delayed flights but after waiting two hours was really starting to worry. He'd 
gotten a text from Julie that she was going into work and hadn't been able to talk to her which made the wait 
even longer. He was startled when his Dethphone went off. It was Charles. 


"Hullos?" 


"Toki, we ah, have a bit of a problem. The plane you are waiting for isn't coming. It hasn't been able to take off 
due to the storm. Even if it could reach you, which it can't, you still wouldn't be able to make it to the show 
tonight. We are going to have to cancel and reimburse the fans. Even if we wanted to we wouldn't be able to 


make up the show until after the tour." 


Toki felt torn. He wanted to see his girlfriend more than anything but having to cancel the show at the last 


minute was not going to turn out well. Charles continued. 


"It is probable that the plane won't be able to get there until sometime tomorrow afternoon so you might 


want to find a place to stay the night.” 


He called for a car to pick him up. Dread weighed heavy on his chest. This wasn't going to turn out well. Not at 


all. 


It was nearly closing time and Julie was almost finished straightening the books. It had been a long, boring day. 
The rain had kept all but a few customers home and the ones that trickled in didnt buy anything. She silently 
wished they would all leave so she could go home early, a phenomena she had heard of but never experienced. 
Just as her manager was about to lock the front door a lone customer walked in, swearing he knew it was 
closing time and wouldn't be staying in the store long. Julie looked over to see Toki walking toward her, his 


disquise hat soaked along with the rest of him. 


"To.." she started but remembered she shouldn't call him by his name in public. "What are you doing here? | 


thought you were leaving for the west coast." 
"De plane couldn't makes it in to get me and we hads to cancels de show," he answered, his voice shaky. 


She noticed that he seemed nervous and reached out to touch his arm. He looked at her and added, "Nat‘ans 


texted me thats the fans rioted. A lot of peoples gots hurt" 
Julie noticed her boss looking at her, giving her a look that said ‘hurry up: 


"Is there any way you can just wait outside for me? | should be able to leave in about ten minutes and you 


can stay at my place. We can talk then, okay?" 


Toki nodded and walked out, the manager locking the door behind him. 


Toki waited outside in the car for his girlfriend until she walked out, running through the rain but getting 

pitifully wet despite the tiny umbrella she was carrying. It fell from her hand, knocked over by the sideways 
rain and blew away to who knew where. Her work shirt was quickly removed once she got in the car. Julie's 
new festival shirt looked good on her. He smiled weakly at her. There were dark circles under his eyes from 


lack of rest and too much worry. 


"Sorry it took so long," she offered. Toki blinked, staring blankly out the window. Julie leaned over on his 
shoulder and rested, allowing Toki some quiet time. He didn't seem interested in talking so she didn't say a word 


to him until they got inside her apartment. He laid down on her couch and sighed heavily, sounding like he might 
start crying in a moment. She could have rested with him but instead pulled up a chair and sat by him, 
stroking his hair and whispering to him. 


"l'm sorry for everything that happened, Toki. | hope you know that it's not your fault. You didn’t incite a riot 
by not showing up. You didn't do anything wrong." 


Another sigh. "De guys won't sees it dat way, dey will bes mad at me." 


"How do you know? Have you talked to them?" she asked, knowing it was very possible that his band mates 


would be very upset at him. 
"No, but l'm goings to have to soon We needs to has a talk about hows we ams goings to handles it." 


Before thinking she blurted out, "Just call them now, get it over with. Get it all out of the way and deal with it 


now. What's done is done and no one can change it." 


In truth that was the last thing she wanted. She wanted to crawl back in bed with Toki and stay there for a 


few days and let everything blow over in the meantime. 
"Dat's not a bad idea," Toki reasoned and pulled out his Dethphone. He sent a mass text to the members of his 
band and Charles to video chat, something that was arranged and happening fifteen minutes later. The guys 


were all on one side of a split screen, Charles on the other. 


Toki began the conversation by apologizing to everyone, saying he had no idea that the weather would be 
severe enough to cause him to miss his flight and that it wouldn't happen again. 


"PFFt, calm down, little Toki," Skwisgaar replied. "We didn'ts even wants to play dat show." 
Before Toki had a chance to respond the other guys all agreed. 

"Yeah, venue was awful and uh, you know, lame," Nathan added. 

| was too drunk to play, anyway," Pickles said. 

"So, yous ams not mad at me?" Toki asked in total disbelief. 

They all agreed that they were in fact not the slightest bit mad. 


"But you will have to go back and play the show, guys," Charles assured them. "You have to do a makeup show. 
That's how these things work and ah, you all should know that." 


All five band members whined openly, Charles ignoring it with a wave of his hand and continued. 


"You all know what to do to make it right: public apology, vow that it won't happen again, play the show with 
some kind of perk, you know the drill. Toki, just get back as soon as you can" 


The image of Charles flicked off of the screen and the image of the rest of the band expanded to take up the 


whole screen. 

"Isch Julie with you?" Murderface asked. 

"Yeps, she ams heres. | ams ats her apartments!" 

"Hi, Julie!" Murderface said, waving at the phone. 

"She cants sees you," Skwisgaar chided. 

"Heyl" Julie said back, off-camera. 

"| guess just, um, call us when you get your flight arranged,’ Nathan suggested and the screen went black. 
Toki watched as Julie walked over slowly and sat beside him. He sat down his Dethphone on the couch and 
moved the wet hair out of her face. The guitarist gave her a sweet, satisfied smile. He felt much better. He 
knew it would be at least 24 hours before he could schedule another flight. Toki pulled his girlfriend into his lap 
and kissed her, very gently at first and then faster. He carefully caressed the inside of her mouth with his 


tongue, earning a pleased moan from her. 


The girl pulled away from the kiss, still leaving their faces close together as she asked, "So, what would you 


like to do?" 


Toki grinned, his voice at a sexy, low register. "I haves lots of ideas.” 


Bitter/Sweet 
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The couple shed their cold, wet clothes and stepped into the shower. Julie adjusted the water to just the right 
temperature, nice and warm, and turned to Toki. He pulled her into his arms and held her for a while as they 
warmed up, the jets of water easing away the cold. He kissed the top of her head and carefully traced his 
fingers up and down her back, simultaneously relaxing them both. He leaned down and kissed her tenderly, his 
lips barely brushing hers at first but slowly getting faster. Julie reached down and began slowly pumping his 
cock, which was already hard and nearly rigid. Toki felt himself slipping from control the more she caressed 
him. He looked down, grateful that there were small, non-slip pads on the bottom of the tub. Toki picked Julie 


up, steadied her again the shower wall and slid inside her. 


He groaned as her wetness surrounded him. The girl put her arms around him tightly and held on as he moved 
rapidly into her, unable to stop from pounding into her fast and hard. Toki hoped his aggressive side had been 
just as much a turn on as his tender side. Julie seemed happy to him, a smile playing on her lips as he dug his 
fingers into her sides and came as he whimpered her name. Toki held her in place a while longer, unable to stop 
himself from letting out a quiet laugh. She was laughing too. His behavior had surprised them both, thankfully 


in a good way. 


The rest of the shower was much calmer. They washed their own hair and then each other's, using up all the 
hot water by the time they were done. Julie was far from caring what they did with the rest of their time. 
They were together and would be for the next 24 hours at least, a fact that nearly made her cry with 
happiness. They got out and dried off. Toki wiped the steam from the mirror with his hand and finger-combed 
his hair. Julie opened the drawer under the sink and handed him her brush. When their hair was tangle-free, 
they hugged again and this time watched themselves in the mirror. Toki thought his girlfriend looked 
exceptionally hot with her hair wet. He loved the feeling of her breasts pressed tightly against him, making his 


cock stir once more. 


Julie moved slightly to the side and looked down, the blush in her cheeks deepening as she saw that he was 


hard again. 


"Ready for another round?" she asked, grinding her hips into him. Toki only grinned, taking her hand and leading 
them back to her bedroom. 


The two kissed again, feverishly devouring each other's presence. They tumbled into bed, first with Toki on top 
and then Julie, who was more than happy to take the lead this time. Between kisses she slid down his body, 
teasing his cock with her tongue. Toki didn't seem to mind her teasing; it made him all the more hungry for 


her. Julie pulled away and slid a hand down his chiseled chest, using her nimble fingers to stroke his cock again 
lightly before picking it up and guiding it into her slick pussy. She lowered herself all the way down, delighting in 
the look on Toki's face. His eyes were shut tightly, his mouth agape with only sounds of ecstasy escaping. Julie 
moved and gyrated her hips slowly, doing everything in her power to show him how much she cared for him. 
With her index finger she traced a line down his collar bone then across his chest and stomach. When she got 
to his hip she leaned back gracefully, tracing the side of his leg all the way down to his ankle. Toki leaned up 
and watched her body and she brought herself upright again 


"You ams so sexy," he told her, grabbing her hips and speeding up their pace. 


The girl rode his dick fast and hard, releasing every bit of tension that had been building in her since the day 
they met. Toki did the same, thrusting passionately until he felt his orgasm overtake him. His last aggressive 
thrusts triggered the girl's climax. They lay still for a few minutes, allowing their breathing to steady. 


They both woke up surprisingly early the next morning. The only moves they made were to get closer to each 
other. Toki held the girl tightly in place, thrilled to be waking up there rather than a hotel room. Julie arched 
her neck and looked at the clock. 


"| need to make a phone call," she said, reaching for her cell phone. 


She pressed and held the number three on the keypad and a message appeared on the screen which read, 
‘Dialing..Work* Toki listened as she explained that she was unable to go into work that day. She told them 
something about not feeling well, a lie which would keep her in his arms the rest of the day. Since they had 
showered the night before they could skip straight to breakfast, much to Toki's delight. 


Instead of making anything they just had cereal, the guitarist helping himself to four bowls. Julie laughed as he 
finished and set his bowl in the kitchen. 


"Well, | guess we have to go out for lunch today. There is no more food in the house!" 
Toki thought about it a moment and quickly came up with a better option 
"Or maybes we coulds justs orders a pizza!" 


Julie agreed that that was an excellent idea. And that was what they did. They watched movies, had pizza for 
lunch and had sex two more times; once on the couch between movies and again after taking a bath together, 
Julie leaned over the sink. Toki could see her expression in the bathroom mirror and he hoped he would 
remember what the girl's face looked like forever. There was pure contentment, happiness and ecstasy. Julie 
noticed that the look on Toki's face was more serious and focused, his mind solely on making her happy and 


bringing them closer together as a couple..and that was exactly what happened. 


A flight had been arranged for Toki to leave around Ipm, the rain having stopped hours earlier. The sky was 
completely free of clouds and Julie no longer worried about his trip. She knew he would be back soon. Toki 
wasn't worried either. There would be a meeting with the guys when he got back and they would have to play 
a makeup show but they had already told him it was no problem. As he gathered his things that evening and 
kissed his girlfriend goodbye, the guitarists heart grew heavy. He missed her more and more the further the 
car got from her apartment. The plane took off without a hitch and he slept all the way to Mordhaus. He 
hadn't remembered getting to his bedroom but that was where he woke up. Toki texted Julie to let her know 
he was awake and on his way to the band meeting. He skipped his morning jog and trip to the kitchen, knowing 
there would be time for it later. 


He opened the door to the meeting room to find Charles and the others were already there. And they did not 
look happy. The contentment Toki felt in his chest fled away. 


"You really messed up, Toki," Nathan grumbled before Toki even had a chance to sit down, 
Toki stepped inside and closed the door. He was walking to his chair when Pickles spoke up. 
"Dude, it's worse than we thought." 


Charles explained that missing the show was going to cost them far more than originally predicted. Not only 
would they have to make up the show but had to use a far more expensive venue, give away more 
concessions and worst of all, they had to make up the show in the middle of the tour, not the end. Lots of 
things had to be shuffled around and now they would not be able to take a break for an entire month. With all 
the promotional stops they had to make, TV appearances, fan meet-and-greets and everything else that went 
with touring, it was going to be a rough few weeks. 


Julie took the news fairly well but the band treated Toki like a criminal. Nathan barely spoke to him. Skwisgaar 
kept his distance. Pickles did lots of coke to stay awake and seemed more scattered than angry, his drumming 
faster than usual which in turn threw off the rest of the band. Their shows seemed to be getting 
progressively worse. Toki's constant texting made his hands ache, covered in small cuts from the sharp edges 
on his Dethphone. The same could also be said for Murderface. Nathan yelled at the bassist constantly for 
"sexting," though Toki knew that wasn't the case. 


It all came to a head one night after a particularly bad show. The fans didn't seem to notice but the band did. 
Skwisgaar nearly threw his guitar down backstage, yelling something in Swedish. Nathan punched a hole in the 
wall, not even bothering to say anything until everyone was back on the Dethbus and it was moving toward the 


next town 


"Toki, this has got to stop," he began, standing in front of Toki as the younger man was texting. "Your playing 
has never been good but now it just sucks. We had to turn down your playing all the way tonight. You too, 
Murderface," he added, turning to look at him. Everyone was watching, waiting to hear what Nathan would say 


next. 


"When | had a girlfriend it only interfered with my partying, not shows. | mean, look at your hands. You can't 
keep doing this. It's getting in the way of our shows and that can't happen right now. Too much is at stake 


here. It's bad enough you were visiting her and missed a show a few weeks back." 


Toki could feel his rage quietly building but simply sat his phone aside and stood to face the singer. "You saids 
you didn'ts even wants to play dat show." 


"| didn't but we still have to do it, and it's going to be even worse now," he responded. "You need to start 
thinking about the band more than your stupid girlfriend.” 


"Don'ts..calls..her..dat," Toki whispered dangerously. "Julies ams de best thing dat ever happened to me." 
"You used to think this band was the best thing that ever happened to you," Nathan retorted. 


"Dis band ams my lifes; it ams my family and my best friends. | thought you guys woulds be happys for me 


when | found someones | loves." 


"We are happy for you, Toki," Pickles interjected, trying to neutralize the situation. "But you need to see that 


your relationship is creating a problem. All we are asking is for you to focus more on playing, thats it” 


Toki looked at Pickles for a minute before nodding. He was right. Toki felt a bit better. That is, until Nathan 


opened his mouth again. 
"And the next time it's a problem, you'll need to make a choice. It's either her or us." 


Toki's rage was instantly rekindled. He balled his fists and felt wrath coursing through his veins like fire. If 
Nathan had turned to leave everything would have been fine..but he didn't. He stared at Toki until the brunette 
snapped, shoving the darker haired man backward. Toki held up his fists and spoke his next words as clearly as 


he could. 
"You used to be such a good friend, Natans. | said | was sorries and you saids it was okays and now you ams 
treatings me like crap. | love dis band and | love Julies and | have been doings both and will keeps doings both. 


You cant's kick me out of de band anyway and de next time you try youll be sorries." 


Toki walked out of the main area and into the sleeping room. Murderface's rage had also boiled to the point of 


exploding and stood up to give the remaining members of the band a piece of his mind. 


"And for your information, Nathan, | am not ‘schexting,' | have a girlfriend and | love her and she is the most 


amazing woman I've ever met and all of you can go to Helll" 


The bassist stomped out of the room, leaving everyone in complete shock and uncomfortable silence. 


After a few hours of reflection, Nathan was ready to admit he was wrong. Not because he hurt Toki's 
feelings, not because he let his anger get the best of him but because it was the right thing to do. Their 
agreement not to care about each other would still be upheld but this talk would help them get through the 
rest of the tour. Toki's bad playing would get even worse if he was angry; that and he might kill them all in 
their sleep. Toki was pretty scary sometimes. 


Regardless, it was not his place to tell Toki he had to make a choice about being in the band. And he would 
admit that. 


"So uh," Nathan began, seeing Toki sitting on his bed and texting. “Sorry about stuff earlier. | was a real dick 
about everything." 


"Ams fine," Toki said dismissively, though he was grateful in secret. And though he didn't want to care as 
much as he had, there was one thing he needed to know. "Why ams you guys gettings so mad at me? Don'ts 
say it ams de tour gettings to you." 


Nathan grumbled and paused but answered Toki's question truthfully. "It's just that..l'm still not over Rebecca. | 
mean, she was the perfect girlfriend after the accident and then | saw her on TV with that other jack-off and 
it just, uh, sucks. And the other guys are just jealous, that's pretty much it." 


"Jealous of mes?" Toki asked, skeptical. 

"Well yeah," Nathan assured him. "You really think Skwisgaar is happy waking up to old fat ladies every day? 
You think Pickles wants to be coked out of his mind all the time? Even Murderface has a girlfriend now, which 
is pretty twisted if you ask me. So all | really want to say is this: l'm sorry for the way | acted but you 
seriously do have to take better care of your hands. You need to be able to play, you know this." 


"Yeah, yous right," Toki said, finally feeling the rage in his chest calming down. "Ill thinks of somethings. | ams 
tired of my hands hurtings too. Oh, and Nathan?" 


The singer, who had been getting up to leave, turned back around for a moment. "Yeah?" 


"If you ever talks to me likes thats again, I'll kills you in your sleep," Toki said, smiling but completely serious. 


Nathan nodded and made a mental note never to upset Toki again. 


Love Ams Patients 


Author's Notes: 
Hey everyone! This is the last official chapter but there will be an epilogue. Thanks so much to everyone who 
has read and reviewed, you guys are awesome and this story never would have been finished without your 


support :) 


Toki was lying on the king size bed in the hotel, drifting to sleep in the quiet room when there was a knock on 
the door. He figured it was one of the guys and had half a mind not to answer but did anyway. To his surprise 


it was someone from the front desk. 

"Mr. Wartooth?" the man asked. 

"Yeps, dat ams me," Toki answered sleepily. 
"I have a package for you, please sign here." 


Toki signed his first name, putting a smiley face over the ʻi" and handed the clipboard back to the man. He 
handed the man a few dollars and closed the door, staggering back to the bed. Before he even sat down he 
recognized Julie's handwriting on the box. The brunette smiled; now he knew why she insisted on knowing which 


hotel he was staying in that day. But what had she sent him? 


He used a key to stab through the tape that sealed the box and opened it. There were two cell phones inside 
and an envelope. One of the phones had teddy bear stickers on it. The envelope bore Toki's name and he tore it 


open. There was a phone number scrawled across the top and a brief note underneath. 
Toki, 


The phone with the stickers is yours. It is active and should work. The number at the top of the page is for 
your phone. The other phone is for William. Unlike your Dethphones, these phones won't hurt your hands and 
you can text as much as you want! We can figure out payment and stuff later but for now | see this as a 
good solution. | can't wait to see you next week, | miss you so much. Until then, | want you To ponder a 


question: 
What is love? 
You have one week to come up with an answer. Text me as soon as you get this. 


Love, Julie 


Toki smiled from ear to ear and turned on the phone. He texted Julie and she texted back. He spent an hour 
playing with the different features and downloading apps, his smile never fading. A while later he walked to 


Murderface's room and handed him the phone, explaining what it was for and who is was from. 


"That's awschome! You schuch a cool girlfriend, Toki," Murderface said, immediately turning on the phone and 
checking it out. "Now | can texscht my girlfriend all | want!" 


Toki was stunned. "You asked out dat goil?" 


"Yeah, a few daysche ago," Murderface answered, a huge smile plastered across his face. "And | would never 


have done it if Julie hadn't encouraged me to." 


Pride swelled in Toki's chest. Julie was an amazing person. 


After the show that night Toki took a shower and went back to his hotel room. His mind was still on Julie's 


question. 
What is love? 


Toki had never really thought about it. It was no doubt a wonderful, happy feeling. It made him lose sleep at 
night but also gave him pleasant dreams. It made his spirit soar. The question made his already throbbing head 
feel worse. It was tough to figure out the answer to the question when his ears were still ringing from the 


amplifiers. So Toki did what any other person in his position would do: he Googled it. 


The links he found varied from psychology links to music videos and all other sorts of things. Toki flipped 
through the pages until he found a page that caught his eye. It appeared to be a sort of poem that didn't 
rhyme. He read it through a few times. It was perfect. He sent a text to Julie before turning out the light and 
going to sleep. 


"| has an answers to your question" 


* 


Time came and went. Shows blurred together. Planes took the band this way and that. Toki stopped counting 
the days. He spent his time sleeping, playing guitar and texting Julie. His hands healed, as did his bassist's. Toki 
took shows seriously and the rest of the band didn't bother him about not doing his best. They were just as 
road-weary as he was. It was only when Julie texted him, ‘Two more days! that Toki looked at the calendar on 
his phone. Indeed the band was getting a break and he would be seeing her in two days. Toki played his heart 
out at the show the night before, pouring every ounce of energy and sweat into his performance. Even 


Skwisgaar gave him a complement afterward. Things were looking up. 


Though Toki had every reason to be tired he was strangely awake. The ride home from the show had been 
long, the plane ride to Julie's not much better. The moment he collapsed into her arms was blissful for the 
both of them. He was sure she had been crying but could tell by her tone of voice that she was happy. It was 
late and he knew that after working all day and waiting up for him that she must have been exhausted too 
but there was something he needed to tell her. 


"I knows | told yous thanks you over de phone and in a texts but now | ams tellings you in person: thanks you 


so much. Moidaface says thanks you too." 


"You're welcome, Toki," Julie answered, sincerity in her eyes. "You needed it and | wanted you to have it. And 


William already thanked me too. He texted me that things are going really well with Cam so far." 

"Cam?" 

"Yeah, that's his girlfriend's name," Julie told him. "Didn't you ask him about her?" 

Toki reminded her of the "not caring" rule and Julie nodded, though she still thought it was a dumb rule. 
“Turns out she lives in Florida too, about half an hour away from here. I'm going to meet up with her 
sometime next week. We're forming a ‘Dethklok Girlfriend Support Group, for when you guys are out of town," 
the girl joked, though Toki figured she was only half-kidding. 


A few moments of kissing and hand-holding passed silently. 


| wants to tells you the answers | haves to your questions," Toki said, stopping the girl from her attempt to 
take him to her bedroom. "I figured out what loves ams." 


"Please tell me," Julie said, her attention and mood shifting. 


| wrotes it downs for you," Toki said, standing and unfolding a piece of paper from his pocket. "At least, de 
parts | remembereds." 


He cleared his throat and started reading. 


"Love ams patients, love ams kinds, amnest envies, amnest boastings, amnest proud, ams protectings, ams 


trustings, ams hopefuls, ams perseverings." 
Toki lowered the paper and smiled. Julie smiled too. She recognized it. 
‘Ive read that before, that's in the Bible! Though you did word it a little differently," the girl joked. 


Toki's brow furrowed a bit. "Nope, | gots it froms the internet. Skwisgaar saids de Bible doesn't exist" 


Julie couldn't help but giggle. "Of course it does! See?" 

She pointed to a leather-bound book on a nearby shelf. Toki was perplexed but had no choice but to believe it 
"Holds on, | has to texts Skwisgaar, he's not goings to believe it!" 

"In a minute," Julie said, putting her hand on his arm to stop him. “Is that the way you feel about me?" 

Toki nodded and pulled the girl into his arms. He leaned in and kissed her softly. 

"| loves you so much, Julies” 


"| love you too," she replied and drew back enough to look him in the eyes. "Do you think our love is all of the 
things you just said?" 


"Yeps," Toki replied 


"Then no matter what else happens, we can make this work," Julie assured him. Her hand found his and he held 


it tight. 

"I has some ideas of some things | wants to does after de tour," Toki mentioned casually. 
"0h?" 

"Yeps but it ams a secrets. After de tour ends | ams will be tellings you." 

Julie sighed comically loud. "Why can't you tell me now?" 


"Because," Toki gently chided. "Remember Julies, love ams patients." 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
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The premier for the new album was much bigger and far more outlandish than Julie thought possible. 


It was a Christmas album after all so most of the decorations were red. Well, red and green. And black. Julie 
was wearing a red dress and black dress. She felt beautiful. The red satin fabric was soft and regal-looking and 
the bodice was covered in beadwork. She had felt so nervous in the days leading up to the release party but 
the moment she put on the dress she felt like a star; like she belonged on the arm of one of the richest, 


most successful musicians in the world. 

Cam was at the party too. She also looked amazing, wearing a custom designer dress; green sequence, strapless 
and short. She was clinging to Murderface's arm lovingly, though he was being obnoxious and grabbing her butt 
whenever someone came over to take their picture. When Cam and Julie caught eyes, they ran to each other 


and hugged. They had become very close friends in the last few months, meeting up to hang out regularly and 
supporting one another when they missed their boyfriends. 


Toki and Murderface walked toward each other and talked for a moment while their girlfriends chatted. 
"Thisch party isch aweschome! Tonsch of boozsch," Murderface said loudly over the blaring music. 


Toki agreed, having already drank a few bottles of imported beer and scanning the crowd for a Gear to bring 
him another. He waved one over and he and the bassist picked up another bottle. 


As they talked and drank their attention gradually shifted over to their girlfriends. Toki thought Cam was very 
pretty, definitely better-looking than Murderface but very much his type. She was chugging a bottle of beer 
herself, and Julie was laughing hysterically. When Cam got done she threw the bottle down, shattering it. 


"That chick makesch me scho horny," Murderface whispered. Toki was unsure if he was meant to hear the 


comment and didn't acknowledge it. "Tonight could be the night | knock her up." 
Shocked, Toki turned and looked at his friend. "Seriouslys?" 
Murderface shrugged and took another drink. "Maybe, we talked about it” 


Toki could barely believe his ears. His friend and band mate not only had a girlfriend but also was seriously 
thinking about starting a family? This was almost overwhelming. 


"What about you and Julie?" the bassist asked. 


Toki was sure that Murderface knew about a few of the things they had done to be closer to her. When the 
tour ended Toki had a special structure built on the outskirts of Mordhaus and regularly flew Julie out to 

spend time with her there. He was close if the band needed him and he was close if she needed him. It was a 
small house and had everything they needed. They spent lots of time there and it had greatly improved their 


relationship. 


It took a lot of convincing but Toki eventually talked the girl into allowing him to care for her financially. He 
gave her the money to finish college and paid for her apartment. She was going to school in Florida and trying 
to get a degree that would allow her to help the band. She figured a business degree would let her be able to 
work with them and travel with them when they toured. 


"Things are reallys good right nows, | ams verys happy," Toki answered. 


Charles walked up to the giant stage in the front of the room and used the microphone to summon the band 
backstage. It was the third time he had done this; the guys just weren't paying attention The girls walked back 
over to their boyfriends. Toki gave Julie a deep kiss and she returned it whole-heartedly. 


"We gotta go backschtage now, schugar-tits," Murderface told Cam before giving her backside another playful 
swat. She pulled him toward her by his jacket and gave him a kiss before pushing him away. The bassist and 
the guitarist walked toward the stage. 


The band filed out onto the stage, doing their best not to stagger. They had each consumed a lot of alcohol 
but knew how to hold their liquor. Well, for the most part. 


"Ladies and gentleman, ah, thank you for attending the world-premier party for ‘Metal Salt Rat Christmas 
Massacre, the new Dethklok album which features an array of traditional Christmas carols. We appreciate all 
of the fans who have supported us over the years and now the band will give individual thanks. If your name 


is called, please join us on the stage." 


Nathan got up and, in true metal form, thanked no one. He just sort of mumbled to himself a lot and handed 
the microphone to Skwisgaar. The Swede thanked all of his groupie sluts, ten of which wander up to the stage 
and surrounded him. Pickles thanked the alcohol suppliers and his drug dealer, none of which were in attendance. 


Murderface took the mic next. 


"I'd like to thank my girlfriend, Cam. Come on up on schtage schweetheart and schow everyone how hot you 


are. 


Cam walked onto the stage and smiled nervously, standing next to William. He turned her toward his friends and 


said, "Schee? Sche's reall" 


Julie watched as Toki laughed and was handed the mic. 
"Thanks you to everybodys that cames out to our premiers partys, you alls are great fans!" 
Toki heard the other guys mumbling ‘Douchebags' but the microphone didn't pick it up. 


"But most of alls | wants to thanks my goilfriend, Julies," Toki announced happily. "She ams the greatest thing 
dat ever happeneds to me and | wants her to know dat she makes me happy. She gives me good advice and is 


dere for me when l'm sads. | ams a better mans because of her." 


Julie felt tears of happiness pricking her eyes as she made her way through the crowd and up to the stage. 
She carefully wiped the tears away just before setting foot on the stage. The crowd murmured a bit and 
camera went off like fireworks when he pulled her into a tender kiss. Nathan took the microphone from Toki. 


Toki held Julie in his arms as Nathan spoke for a second time. 


"And uh, now we have a surprise for everyone so please pay attention or something," the singer said. The 
crowd drew closer and murmured again. No one was quite sure what was about to happen but they were all 
buzzing with excitement. A giant statue of a rat dressed in a Santa Claus costume slowly made its way 
through the air, suspended by thick cables. The rat had jagged, yellow teeth and was followed across the stage 
by statues of four rabid-looking reindeer. Most people gasped in disgust, watching the animals move across the 
stage until they were directly over the band. A giant partition opened in the back of the stage. The band's 


instruments were set in stands and ready to be played. 
"We're going to play you a song from the new album now so uh, listen and stuff" 


Toki kissed Julie again and told her he would join her in a few minutes. Julie and Cam walked offstage and stood 
as close to the front as they could get. A few minutes later the band started playing a metal version of "God 
Rest Ye, Merry Gentlemen" Nathan's voice growled the lyrics and the band played perfectly. Julie and Cam 


were dancing as best they could to the fast-paced, angry music. 
Nathan screamed out the last line, "Comfort and JOOO000000000YYYYYYYYYY!!!" 


Then the madness began. The rat and reindeer statues exploded, spraying blood all over the audience. Julie and 
Cam both screamed, just as surprised as everyone else. Their screams were quickly replaced with laughter. It 
was so perfectly typical of the band to do something like this, which was one of the reasons why they had so 
many fans. However, most of the people in the audience on that night were not fans. They were executives and 
important people in the music industry. And while their stunt didn't cost them any money in sales it did cause 


the party to come to an abrupt halt. Everyone left. 
Everyone - except Julie and Cam. 


The guys left the stage and Cam went running to Murderface. "That was AWESOME!" she screamed, hugging 


him tightly and getting blood all over his expensive suit. He picked her up bridal-style and kissed her. Cam 
dramatically stuck her foot out and they laughed. Toki picked up Julie too, hugging her and spinning her around 
once. Blood was slung from her dress in every direction. Julie asked Toki if the blood was real. 


"Yeps, we imported it. It's real reindeers bloods." 


Toki had reserved a room in the hotel across the street and ushered her in that direction. Before leaving the 


room Julie took one last look around the blood-soaked room. 

"Heck of a party, babe,” she told him. She really had had a magical evening. "But | could really use a shower. 
"I still think you looks pretty," Toki said, grinning from ear to ear. 

I'm covered in blood," Julie said, though she loved the complement. "That's a very silly thing to say." 


"Yeps, but like we said before," Toki reminded her. "Love ams a very sillys thing." 


